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“To laugh often and much; 

to win the respect of intelligent people and the affection of children; 
to earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure the betrayal of false friends; 
to appreciate beauty; to find the best in others; 

to leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, a garden patch ora 
redeemed social condition; 

to know even one life has breathed easier because you have lived. 


This is to have succeeded.” 


- Ralph Waldo Emerson 








ne of the prominent kingdoms overrun by the 

invading Huns from Central Asia was Malwa. The 
king withdrew to the smaller kingdom of Mandsaur, 
where his son Yasodharman grew, and was growing 
restless, too. He wanted to regain Malwa where first the 
Hun leader Toramana and then his son Mihiragula had 
become the ruler. 

Yasodharman was an ambitious young man. He 
wanted to build a strong army which would, when the 
time came, go to war with the Huns and oust them 
from Malwa. With that aim 1n mind, he took his father's 
permission and roamed the country. He wished to 
befriend the people and gain their respect 
and affection. He lived with them, 
helping them in their fields. 
Soon, he had some followers 
who were willing to give up 
their lives for him. “-_ 

One day, while chasing 7 
a boar that had strayed into 











a village, Yasodharman got “U4 _ ¢- > Bat SY 2 


separated from his group. He 
felt thirsty and entered a river 
but lost his balance and was swept 
away by the swirling waters. A young 
woman trying to fill her vessel downstream saw the 
struggling young man and unhesitatingly jumped into 
the river, caught hold of his clothes and dragged him to 
safety. He regained consciousness. 

The grateful prince revealed his identity and enquired 
about the girl. She was Mallika, daughter of a priest. He 
offered to take her as his wife, but Mallika reminded 
him that a brahmin girl could not marry a kshatriya prince 
and so wanted him to treat her as just a sister. 
Yasodharman appreciated her stand. Presenting his 
diamond ring to her, he made her agree that she would 
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remember to seek his help if ever she was in need of 
such help. Mallika got married and went to live with 
her husband in Mathura. They had a son and daughter. 
The Hun Mihiragula attacked Mathura and, while 
plundering the city, came upon Mallika. He asked her 
to send her son to join the Hun army and give her 
daughter in marriage to a Hun. Mallika stoutly refused. 
She, her husband, and their children were dragged out 
of their house and imprisoned. 

As years had passed after her meeting with 
Yasodharman, Mallika wondered whether he would still 
remember her. A Hun soldier, who used to take fruits 

for Mallika and her family, had some 
7 kindness for her. He readily agreed to 
her request to take her ring to 
Yashodharman. 

He was at that time one 
of the few independent 
rulers in India. Many others, 
who had lost their 

kingdoms to the Huns, 

pleaded with him to lead a war 

against the marauding Huns, 

but Yasodharman hesitated because 

he did not know how united they would 
be in their support. 

He was surprised when, one day, a Hun soldier was 
ushered into his presence. When he handed a ring to 
Yasodharman, he remembered his promise to Mallika 
who had once saved his life. [If he was on the throne of 
Mandsaur, it was only because of that brahmin girl. Now 
there was no more hesitation in him. He led a combined 
army of all the rulers wo had suffered at the hands of the 
Huns and marched to Mathura, where they defeated the 
Huns in a decisive battle. Yasodharman rushed to the 
prison to release Mallika, but he was too late. 
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[)*" was the night and weird the atmosphere. It 
rained continuously, and cracks of thunder shook 
the region. Flashes of lightning revealed fearsome faces. 
The howls of jackals were at times subdued by the eerie 
laughter of ghosts. 
But King Vikram did not swerve. He 
climbed the ancient tree and brought the 
corpse down and threw it across his 
shoulders. But as soon as he began 
_ crossing the desolate cremation ground, 
the vampire that possessed the corpse 
/ remarked: “O King, I do not know what 
/ opportunity you are seeking through this 
‘7 wnusual labour of yours. Are you sure you 
/) , | 
/;/ can make the right use of the opportunity 
Y when it comes to you? Well, there are 
iW ’/ instances of people craving for an opportunity, 
by Y only to give it up when it actually comes. Let me 
# 7 ~ give you an example. Listen to my narration with 
attention. That ought to bring you some relief.” 
The vampire then narrated the following story: Years 
ago, Suraj Singh ruled over Vinaypur. He was an 
unworthy king. He spent a major portion of the taxes he 
collected from people for his own luxury. 
Once a year the king held an assembly of the learned 
men of his kingdom. They sang the king’s praise and were 
given handsome rewards. Their false praise flattered the 
king. He was happy. 
A mn, Vai ae ee f There was one man who proved a thorn 1n the way 
ee | ae , is yy of the king and his officers. He was a bandit, popularly 
! rT ,’ | known as Bhimvir. Along with his few well-trained 
lieutenants, he would confront the officers or wealthy 
merchants and loot them. The king tried to catch him, but 
all his efforts were futile. 
One evening, a scholar named Rohit Pandey was 
returning home from the assembly. He happened to pass 
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by a lonely road. Suddenly, Bhimvir sprang up before 
him and demanded that he parted with whatever he 
carried. 

“Look here, ’'m.apoor Brahmin. I maintain my family 
with the remuneration or reward that I receive for my 
priestly services. Should you deprive me of my humble 
earnings?” asked Pandey. 

“The reward you’re carrying 1s a part of the king’s 
ill-gotten wealth. He exploits the common people,” the 
bandit blurted out. 

‘“‘Why don’t you take some steps to free the country 
from exploitation by the king and his officers?” asked 
Pandey in a coaxing voice. 

“How can I do that? I’m not the king to take the 
officers to task!’ protested Bhimvir. 

Rohit Pandey laughed gently. ““Young man,” he said 
softly, “why don’t you then try to become the king? That, 
indeed, is a worthy object to achieve.” 

“To become the king! Is that really possible?” 
wondered Bhimvir dreamily. 

“Why not?” whispered Pandey. “I can see that you 
are the only person in the kingdom to have some manly 
courage. Who else deserves to be the king if not you?” 

Bhimvir was immensely pleased. “Thank you, O 
learned scholar, for your kind advice. You may go,” he 
said, bowing to Pandey. 

Thereafter, instead of spending his time and energy 
on looting people, he conspired to snatch the crown from 
Suraj Singh. Disguised as a merchant, he took residence 
near the king’s army headquarters. He befriended the 
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army officers, spending lavishly on them. His lieutenants 
bribed the guards and found out the secret passage 
leading to the palace. 

One night, Bhimvir threw a feast in honour of all the 
army officers, from the lowest rank to the highest. The 
drink he gave them was drugged. By midnight all of them 
lay unconscious. 

Bhimvir, with his disciplined gang, gained entry into 
the palace through the secret passage. The king’s 
bodyguards raised an alarm. But there was not a single 
army officer in his senses. Nobody came to the king’s 
rescue. King Suraj Singh tried to defend himself, but fell 
to Bhimvir’s sword. His young son was taken prisoner. 

Next day, Bhimvir called the officers and the courtiers 
and declared his desire to be crowned as the king. Fear 
made most of the noblemen of the court to keep quiet. 
But, one old Brahmin said: “O brave one, we know that 
King Suraj Singh was a bad king. Now that he 1s gone, 
we ought to have anew king. But never has the throne of 
Vinaypur been adorned by someone whose ancestry is 
unknown. We cannot agree to your coronation!” 

The old man’s observation was greeted by a soft 
voice, 1n disagreement to the statement. 

‘Who says this hero’s ancestry 1s unknown? I know 
all about his noble forefathers. His great-great-great- 
grandfather was a cousin of the King of Sumantragarh. 
As you all know, the royalty of Sumantragarh hailed from 
the hoary Lunar dynasty. Hence, this hero is of noble 
lineage, and perfectly qualified to be crowned,” declared 
one of the priests. 
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The old Brahmin raised no more objection. Others, 
too, fell silent. The coronation took place with due rituals. 

Bhimvir was pleased with the priest who claimed to 
have known his ancestry. He made the priest his chief 
adviser. 

Days passed. The chief adviser said: “Your Majesty, 
every king ought to keep the learned men of the land in 
good humour. Only they can, through their literary 
compositions, pass on your illustrious name to posterity.” 

“Please do whatever is necessary to honour the 
learned,” said Bhimvir. 

Anassembly of scholars was convened. At the end 
of the deliberations, King Bhimvir distributed rewards to 
the scholars. 

Among the invitees was Rohit Pandey. He rushed to 
the king. ““Your Majesty, I’ve to hurry back. As you know, 
the road I have to take is quite lonely. Recently a bandit 
had appeared in the nearby forest. I ought to reach home 
before it is dark.” 

Bhimvir gave a start. His face fell. He continued to 
distribute the rewards, but without any great enthusiasm. 

At night, he set Suraj Singh’s son free. He called the 
munisters and presenting the prince to them, said, “Crown 
him as the king tomorrow. And don’t try to look for me.” 

Atmidnight he galloped away. He was not heard of 
again. 

The vampire paused for a moment. Then, in a 
challenging tone, he asked King Vikram: “O King, what 
made Bhimvir give up the throne? Answer me if you can! 
If you keep mum though you may be aware of the answer, 
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your head will roll off your shoulders!” King Vikram 
replied at once: “Bhimvir was a man with two different 
traits in his character. He was brave and he surely wanted 
to put an end to King Suraj Singh’s unjust rule. But he 
was also ambitious and loved flattery. We ought not to 
forget that 1t was the sly Rohit Pandey who kindled the 
ambition in Bhimvir to become king. 

Pandey’s means of doing it was by flattery. It was 
another sly flattery by the priest that silenced the objection 
of the old Brahmin. 

Thus, from the beginning, Bhimvir let himself become 
a prisoner in the hands of flatterers. He did not gather the 
support of any section of the subjects who could stand 
by him. He had to depend on sly and selfish people. That’s 
why he readily agreed to convene the assembly of false 
soldiers. His flatterers wanted to revive all the old 
practices. 

But basically, Bhimvir was a good man. Pandey’s 
statement that a new bandit had emerged sounded 
meaningful to him. Just as he was looting the people as a 
protest against Suraj Singh’s tyranny, someone else was 
perhaps doing the same thing as a protest against his 
tyranny. He found himself a prisoner of circumstances. 

“This thought worked like a shock in him. He realised 
that he had no greater right to the throne than Suraj Singh 
had. A strong sense of guilt made him abdicate in favour 
of Suraj Singh’s son.” 

No sooner had King Vikram concluded his answer 
than the vampire, along with the corpse, gave him the 
slip. The king drew out his sword and went after him. 


1 ait i44 , ‘ ‘ 
WF a Lt 
4 ny a fl 
1 a he } 7 ‘ 
Lh HN NY Ht J i 
hs a ot 1 


fa 
= ‘ 
SS 


: aioe, 
a 
UT i 
i i fe 1h 
by, 
i 


ao 
i 
' 
nN 


ree Una 


December 2003 





A guide has been teaching Yoga to two of 
my friends for the past six months. They 
visit the Yoga institute and practise several 
physical postures called Asanas. They often 
ask me fo join them; but | cannot because 
| visit a gymnasium during that very hour. 
However, | am surprised that there is no 
sign of any change in the nature of my 
friends. What then is Yoga for? 
- Sushil Bhargav, Mumbai 

What your friends are practising is 
Hatha Yoga. Even though it is 
called Yoga, there is a vast 
ditference between Hatha 
Yoga and Yoga proper. 

Yoga means union. 
Needless to say, it means 
union with the Divine or 
Brahma or you may call it 
the Reality Supreme. The 
sphere of Yoga in this sense 
iS OUr Consciousness. There 
are various schools of Yoga such 
as the Bhakti Yoga — approaching 
the goal through devotion, Jnana Yoga 
— approaching the Reality through knowledge, 
Karma Yoga — uniting with the Divine through 
action, to name a few. 

There is also a well known discipline of 
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Yoga called the Raja Yoga. (Please remember 
that all those who claim to be teaching Raja Yoga 
really do not do so. Like any other name, this 
too is often misused.) The Raja Yoga, as 
propounded by Patanyjali, helps one to achieve 
a state of stillness of mind which is called 
Samadhi — an insufficient translation of which 
can be Trance. 
Last but not the least, there is Integral Yoga, 
making a synthesis of the ideals of the different 
major schools of Yoga, as presented by 
Sri Aurobindo. But these are vast 
topics. 

Now, Hatha Yoga can be a 
help for any practitioner of Yoga, 
provided one pursues the real 
object of Yoga, which is 
spiritual. Left to itself, Hatha 
Yoga can be a fine physical 
exercise; your friends may 
derive the benefit you are deriving 
from the gym, but it may not have 
any effect on one’s nature. 

Hatha Yoga becomes 
indispensable for those who practise Raja 
Yoga. It is not indispensable for the seekers of 
the goal through devotion or knowledge or work 
or for those who approach the Divine through a 
synthesis of all these ways. 


The hills are lofty: loftier than the hills is the earth. The universe is even loftier than the 
earth.But great souls who remain calm in the face of catastrophes are the loftiest. 


-The Bhaminivilasah 
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STORIES FROM MANY 


CULTURES 


nce upon a time there was a man who was both 

wise and powertul. He fought the monsters and 

giants of the Stone Age single-handed and founded his 

own kingdom where people lived happily. They called 

him the “Wise One” and went to him if they had any 

problems. The Wise Man had the power to grant wishes 

and did grant them whenever he felt that someone really 
deserved it. 

One day a group of four persons went to visit him. 

All of them wanted something or other. “Oh Wise One, 
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- A Folk Tale from South America 


0) he wise man who 
‘was too proud 


the well in my garden has gone dry and I’ve no water to 
quench my thirst. My crops have also failed because I 
could not water them properly. There is no food 1n the 
house and no water. So my wife and children are hungry 
and thirsty. Please give me a loaf of bread and a jug of 
milk so that I may feed them.” 

The Wise Man looked at him and said, “It looks like 
you really need my help. Your well will be full again by 
the time you reach home and here’s a cow that will give 
you all the milk you need. Also take this basket of bread 
and a bag of seeds. Sow your fields all over again and 
this time the crops will not fail.” The 
first man returned home happily, taking the cow and the 

basket with him. 
The second man said, “Oh Wise One, just see 
how ugly my sickness has made me! My face 1s 
scarred and my body is bent and feeble although 
I am not old. Please let me look like what I 
used to be before I fell i1l and make me strong 
once again, I beg of you.” 
The Wise Man said, “Well, you were 
born a good looking and healthy person 
and so you shall be once again.” He healed 
the young man, his scarred face and bent 
body, and he went back home happy. 
It was now the turn of the third man. 
“My Lord, I’ ve a wicked temper,” he 
told the Wise Man. “T constantly quarrel 
with my wife, scold and hit my children 
for nothing, shout at my friends and fight 
with my neighbours. Because of my 
temper, no one cares about me and I 
merely make everyone unhappy even 
when I do not mean to. Please help me 
get rid of my vile temper before I lose 
all my friends.” 
“That is an unfortunate state of 
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affairs,” said the Wise Man. “I must certainly help you. 
Take off your shirt and give it to me. Your temper too 
shall come off with your shirt.” The man took off his shirt 
and gave it to the Wise Man. As he did that he felt his 
feelings changing. He felt all happy and content and knew 
that his temper had left him for good.Leaving his shirt in 
the Wise Man’s hands he left for home feeling all was 
right with his world. 

Finally, the fourth man came and stood before the 
Wise Man. He was frowning. “Listen, you did a very 
poor job when you made me,” he told the Wise Man. 
“T’m neither tall nor handsome nor particularly clever. No 
one looks at me twice or admires me, and I feel it is 
pretty unfair. So, you’d better do something to make up 
for it. Make me tall and fair and handsome so that 
everyone will look up to me and admire me.” 

“Very well, I shall grant you your wish,” said the Wise 
Man looking at him with a queer smile on his face. The 
man merely grunted and did not even bother to thank 
him. Then something strange happened. The man found 
his feet going deeper and deeper into the ground. His 
body shot up touching the sky. His hair grew spiky and 
turned green in colour. It was then that he realized that he 
was no longer a man. He had turned 
into a tall pine tree, taller than any 
other tree in the forest 
and handsome too! All the 
travellers passing by looked 
up and admired him. 

Although the man was 
very angry at being 
turned into a tree, he 
could not move and the 
only words that he 
could utter were the 
rustling of his leaves 
which no one paid any 
attention to! 

The Wise Man 
went home chuckling. He 
was enormously proud of 
his powers and what he 
could do—both good and bad. 
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In fact, he boasted to his wife night and day until she got 
very tired of his boasting. ““There’s no one who can get the 
better of me or resist my powers or fail to do what I ask,” 
he said to his wife one morning. She was cooking his 
breakfast and looked up. 

“You're wrong,” she told him. “There is someone who 
does not care about what you say, great as you might be.” 
“Do you mean yourself?” he asked in a thundering voice. 
“Oh no, it’s not I,” she said and pointed to their little son 
playing on the mat. 

“You mean him?” the Wise Man asked surprised. 
“Yes.” “Well, you’re wrong, ’’ said the Wise Man and called 
out to the baby, who looked up and smiled at him. “See 
that’? he told his wife trruumphantly. 

“Call him and see,” said his wife. The Wise Man 
called him, but the little boy paid no attention to his words 
and went on playing. “Come here, little one,” he said ina 
persuasive voice. The baby went on playing with a feather 
that he had found. “Come here AT ONCE!” he shouted 
in a thundering voice. “AT ONCE, I say!” The baby 
whimpered and crawled to his mother and hid his face in 
her lap. 

The Wise Man’s wife did not tell him ‘I told you so’. 
She merely picked up the child and lulled him 
to sleep. But the Wise Man had learnt his 
lesson. He realized that a mother has 
more wisdom where babies are 
concerned. He laughed and 
patted his wife. “You are right! 
My wisdom has its limitations. 
So I shall not boast about it 
again.” 

“And it’s only the 
wise who knows his 
limitations and acts 
accordingly,” said his 
wife laughing. 

The child woke up 
and joined in their 
laughter. Then he 
jumped into his father’s 
arms. 

- By Swapna Dutta 
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S** Teresa was headmistress of a school in 
Kolkata. On September 10, 1946 she was ona 
train going to Darjeeling. During that journey, a 
divine voice told her: “Be a lamp amidst the 
darkness of poverty; be a light to the world darkened 
by sins and suffering.” By the time she returned to 
Kolkata, she had decided what she would do. She 
left her school job and went on to establish a religious 
congregation under the Archdiocese of Calcutta. By 
1950, it took the form of the Missionaries of Charity. 
It was the nuns of the Order founded by her who 
began to call her Mother Teresa. 

She was born Agnes Gonxha Bajaxhiu 
on August 26, 1910 in Skopje, which is 
presently the capital of Macedonia. 
Her parents hailed from Albania 
which, like Macedonia, was part of 
the Ottoman empire. Agnes was 
deeply religious even when she 
was a child. At the young age of | 
16, she became a nun and joined PW 
the Loreto Abbey in Ireland. Two A 
years later, she was given the 
position of Sister. In 1929, she 
arrived in India and was posted 
as a teacher at the Loreto Convent, 
of which she became the headmistress 
subsequently. 

Soon after she joined the Loreto Convent in 
Kolkata, she was moved by the sufferings of the poor 
and homeless in the city. This only strengthened her 
desire to help these less fortunate children of God. 
She then went into the slums of Kolkata and started 
working with the sick, the ailing, and the 
downtrodden. Her healing touch, kind smile and 
selfless service endeared herself to the rich and poor 
of Kolkata. Her love for children prompted her to 
start Nirmala Sishu Bhavan in Kolkata, which 
provided shelter for orphaned children drawn from 
all parts of India. 

After she obtained Indian citizenship in 1951, 
she opened her first home for the poor and the dying. 
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She called it Nirmal Hriday. In 1957, she launched 
her first mobile clinic for people afflicted with leprosy. 
Pope John Paul Il came to India in 1986 when 
he visited the homes of the Sisters of Charity in 
Kolkata. He was so pleased with their work that he 
presented Mother Teresa with an expensive 
automobile. She promptly auctioned it and made 
use of the money to start a leprosy home in Kolkata. 
In 1979 Mother Teresa was awarded the Nobel 
Peace Prize. Earlier, in 1962 she had received the 
Magsaysay Award. India conferred on her the 
highest civilian honour—the Bharat Ratna—in 1982. 
Mother Teresa passed away on 
September 5, 1997. A month later, 
the Archbishop of Kolkata pleaded 
with the Vatican to waive the usual 
wait period of 5 years after death 
to initiate proceedings towards 
beatification of Mother Teresa. In 
2002, the Vatican accepted as 
miracle the incident of a woman 
of having been cured of her 
stomach ailment by offering 
prayers to the Mother. 
On October 19 this year, Pope 
John Paul Il beatified her at a solemn 
ceremony held at St. Peter’s Square in 
Vatican City in the presence of half-a-million people. 
He declared: “We grant that the venerable servant 
of God shall now be called The Blessed Mother 
Teresa of Kolkata.” Earlier in his homily, he said, 
“Her life is a testimony to the dignity and the 
privilege of humble service. As a Mother to the poor, 
she bent down to those suffering various forms of 
poverty. Her greatness lies in her ability to give 
without counting the cost.” 

Beatification is the last but one step towards 
sainthood which would now wait for the revelation 
of yet another miracle. 

Mother Teresa is generally acclaimed as one of 
the two greatest persons of the 20th century, the other 
being Mahatma Gandhi. 
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It happened one hundred years ago. On December 17, 1903, two American 
brothers — Wilbur Wright and Orville Wright — in their “Flyer” flew for 59 seconds, and 
landed their plane some 28 metres away. If the brothers had heeded the advice of their 
father, a bishop, who was of the view that it was sinful even to think of flying which was 
a prerogative of divine beings, the young adventurers would have packed their kit and 


gone for samething else. But it was not to be. They persisted with their efforts, and one of 


man’s dreams was realised. Same 80 years later, a man and a woman created aviation 


history by flying non-stop for nine days. We present you the exciting story of their 
flight in these pages. -Ediitor 





Around) tl 
in) Nine) Days 





World 





a; year: 1986. Date: December 14. Place:Edwards 
Air Force Base. The afternoon sun was weak. It 
could not kill the chill in the air over the Mojave Desert 
of California. However, the cold did not dampen the 
enthusiasm of the men who scurried around the tarmac, 
ina state of excitement. The centre of their attention was 
‘a weird and wonderful aircraft called The Voyager which 
looked like a deformed E of the alphabet and carried its 
fuel in wings which could flex 30 ft (9 m) either way.’ 

It was a strange looking aircraft, no doubt. Yet it 
seemed just right for the grand trip round the world, non- 
stop, that Dick Rutan and Jeana Yeager had planned. 

The idea for this daring trip was born about six years 
back while Dick, Jeana and Dick’s brother Burt sat at a 
bar, one evening. 
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Dick had been a fighter pilot. He had seen action in 
Vietnam, and carried out several bombing sorties before 
his plane was downed. Luckily he was dumped into the 
South China Sea and later picked up by a US rescue 
boat. After he retired from the Air Force, he joined his 
brother Burt, who was improving and experimenting with 
new designs for an aircraft. Dick tested the new machines. 
Often he performed stunts at air shows. At one such show 
he met Jeana. She was an ace skydiver and was preparing 
to fly helicopters. They became friends. 

Dick and Burt remembered their days in Oregon and 
California, of their childhood obsession with flying, of the 
happy times they spent designing and flying toy planes. 
The talks veered round to the challenges that aviation 
offered. Dick referred to a record set by US pilots in 
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1962. They had flown, non-stop, a distance of about 
12,500 miles (20,000 km). 

‘That record can be broken,” Burt lowered his voice. 

Both Dick and Jeana looked up. Then came a funny 
idea. How about circling the earth non-stop 1n an aircraft? 
Burt calculated the distance that the aircraft would have 
to cover. It came to anything between 40,000 and 42,000 
km. That was double the distance (slightly over 20,000 
km) recorded by Aur Force pilots in 1962. Yet Burt felt it 
could be done. He said he would design a special aircraft. 
It would have to be light, yet strong and sturdy. It would 
carry enough fuel to power the flight around the earth. 
That would make the aircraft a virtual “flying fuel tank’. 

Dick looked at Burt, winked at Jeana and grinned. 
‘“Jeana and I shall fly the aircraft, try to girdle the earth 
non-stop.” Dick later recollected, “I knew from that 
instant that we were either going to do the thing or die 
trying.” 

Burt had built several sail planes and sports aircraft. 
He took just a few minutes to mentally conceive a design 
of the aircraft that could possibly make the round trip 
possible. He pulled out a paper napkin and drew the 
design on it. Dick and Jeana examined it. They felt a little 
uneasy about the weird design, but they kept their fears 
to themselves. Burt detailed his plans. Over the weeks, 
the design started gaining clarity. Burt spoke of using 
graphite fibre and aluminium frames to make the aircraft 
very light. He estimated its 
weight at about 900kg. 

Room for fuel gained 
top priority. The aircraft 
would need to take along 
3,100 kg of aviation fuel. 
Burt said he would fix 17 
fuel tanks. They would be 
placed wherever space 
could be found... under 
the wings, inthe fuselage, // 
even in the outrigger / Y 
booms that firmed up the’ / 
wings. That set severe 
pressure on space. The 
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Squeeze on space led to a cockpit, hardly 7.5 ft by 3.5 ft 
(2.3 m by 1.1 m). Here, Burt grinned, Dick and Jeana 
would have to work, eat, sleep and relax, in around 10 
days. Irene Rutan, mother of the two, took one look at 
the cabin and snapped, “You didn’t design that with 
people in mind!” Burt softly purred, “No, Ma, I didn’t. I 
designed it to go round the world.” 

To reduce weight, Burt cut down on the oxygen 
needed to keep the fliers in comfort while flying at altitudes 
ranging from 8,000 to 12,000 ft (2,400 m to 3,600 m) to 
the minimum; scrapped insulation needed to make the 
aircraft soundproof, and cut down on heavy fuel gauges. 
Burt however offered to power the aircraft with twin 
engines. That was the only concession he offered. 

Dick and Jeana winced at the hardships they would 
have to face. It was not going to be easy, they agreed. 
Records could not be broken nor created the easy way. 

Burt estimated the cost of the aircraft at $ 2 million. 
That was a fabulous sum. Where would the funds come 
from? Burt had gained a reputation in the field of aviation. 
That stood him in good stead when he passed the hat 
around for financial and material help. Every donation 
was hailed as assistance coming from a VIP (Voyage 
Important People). Many corporate bodies donated 
instruments, tools and gadgets to equip the aircraft. 

It took the team six years to produce the weird 
aircraft. It was named The Voyager. It cost the team less 
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than $ 2 million. Burt joked, while showing his creation 
to the members of the Press, “It would have been $ 400 
million 1fa Pentagon contractor had built on a cost-plus 
over-time basis.” 

In July 1986, Dick and Jeana carried out a test flight, 
flew a distance of 18,600 km, non-stop. It took them 
four and a half days and just half the fuel on board to 
complete the flight. This success emboldened them. 

They waited for setting out on the historic flight round 
the earth. Burt carried out a rigorous check of every part 
of the aircraft. Finally he declared it airworthy. 

The date for the final takeoff was announced. 
Dick and Jeana shook hands with friends 
and officials on the tarmac and 
climbed into the cockpit. Dick sat 
behind the controls, started the 
engines, waited till they 
gained enough thrust and 
then let the aircraft cruise 
along the runway. The | — 
aircraft picked up speed, 
but the wings, heavy — 
with fuel, dipped and 
dragged. Burt who was 
following The Voyager, in Y 
a spotter plane, got a 
shock. The Voyager was not 
gaining the requisite lift even 
after covering most of the runway. 
A crash seemed inevitable. He 
warned Dick over the wireless to abort 
the flight. But the message did not go through. Burt 
watched, heart in his mouth, when the miracle happened. 
The aircraft rose in the air with just about 200m of runway 
to spare. Burt’s hopes rose, only to sink almost instantly 
when he noticed that the tips of the wings had been 
damaged. He advised Dick to sever the tips off. That 
was arisky operation. But Dick managed to reach out of 
the cockpit, donning a parachute, and clip the damaged 
tips off. 

The first day’s flight was smooth and uneventful. The 
wings, even though chipped, did not pose a problem. On 
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the second day, while over the sea near the Philippines, 
the aircraft faced a cyclone. Dick swerved, kept out of 
the eye of the cyclone with wind speed of 75 miles (120 
km), taking a longer route, often gaming extra speed from 
the tailwinds. Then came a new danger. The aircraft had 
to be steered through a narrow corridor that lay between 
hostile Vietnamese airspace and dangerous weather 
pockets. The pilots managed to get through, safely. On 
the fourth day, the aircraft flew over Kandy in Sri Lanka. 
The pilots enjoyed the grand sight of sunset from their 
lofty flying perch. They flew over Africa on the fifth day. 
Weather forecasts indicated air turbulence at lower 
levels. So Dick and Jeana flew at 20,000 
feet (6,000 m), using both engines to 
gain the required lift. 
\ The deafening noise 
\ produced by the aircraft was 
wrecking their mental 
balance. The constricted 
space also troubled them. 
_ Yetboth of them held on. 
Once, while over the 
Atlantic, Dick pleaded 
with Burt, “I’m tired. I 
want to go to bed in 
California. Vector me 
home.” But Jeana cheered 
him, told him that they were 
almost home. More than halfway 
~ through! When fair weather held, the 
two joked, sang together old ditties, felt 
confident of completing the mission. But often the 
weather turned foul; or the aircraft developed trouble. 
They however clung on, determined to do or die. 
They recetved a fright during the last lap of the journey. 
The rear engine got overheated. What had caused the 
trouble? It did not take them long to realize that they had 
not replenished its oil supply in time. They took quick 
remedial steps. The engine began to behave normally. 
Every passing day made life more miserable. How 
the two wished their ordeal would end! Yet this was an 
ordeal they had willingly chosen to face. They could not 
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drop out, midway. They had covered more than four-fifths 
of the girdle. “This, too, would pass,” they drew courage. 

While flying over Brazil, the aircraft ran into a 
turbulence, “heeled over, one wing pointing at the sky 
above, one at the sea below. Dick and Jeana were tossed 
around for a considerable period’. They worked at the 
controls, managed to lift the aircraft beyond the 
turbulence. Bad weather over the Caribbean forced them 
to reroute the flight over Panama and the West Coast 
of Mexico. 

Finally, on the ninth day after take off, the Voyager 
zoomed over the sky, touched down at the Air Force 
Airport at Mojave Desert. The tyres screeched when 
the brakes bit into them and forced them to stop whirling. 
Then the aircraft came to a dead stop. 

Dick quickly grabbed a cowboy hat, set it at an angle 
on his head and emerged from the cramped cockpit, 


flashing the victory sign. Right behind him appeared Jeana, 
beaming a smile that reflected the abiding joy within. 
Instantly the two were sucked into a cheering crowd of 
admirers and friends and reporters. Thousands of flash 
bulbs blew their tops off recording the tumultuous scenes 
at the airport. 

It marked their finest hour. They had flown an aircraft, 
girdled the earth non-stop and thus created a record. 
This record would remain forever. Dick struck the right 
note, after the historic flight: “Life is an opportunity. It’s 
only limited by what you can dream about.” 

Ronald Reagan conferred on Dick, Jeana and Burt 
the Presidential Citizen’s medal and noted: “When we saw 
you coming home - - so ungainly yet so graceful - - well, 
that’s about the best present America could have had.” 

The three had truly made a great dream come true. 

- By R.K.Murthi 


Chandamama 17 


Fated to become emperor 


Kanchana was the daughter of Karnavarma of Kanakadurga. She was an expert in astrology. 
She examined her own horoscope and declared that whoever married her would become an 
emperor. The king wished to conduct her wedding ona grand scale and sought the portraits of 
prospective suitors from among the princes of the land. Kanchana insisted on seeing their 
horoscopes, too. She examined each one of them and told her father, “None of them is fated to 
become an emperor." 

Karnavarma suggested: “We would better consult your guru on that point. For the present, 
look at these portraits and tell me who you would like to marry." She chose Prince Amarasena 
from the neighbouring kingdom. The king 
immediately went about arranging for the 
wedding. The royal astrologer had looked into 
the prince's horoscope before the wedding 
took place, but he was not present at the 
ceremony as he was away ona pilgrimage. 

When Kanchana heard that he had come 
back, she expressed a doubt: “Would he have & | 
examined the horoscope thoroughly?" x 

King Karnavarma assured her. “After all, 
your horoscope says whoever weds you is 
fated to become an emperor. So, why bother 
now? That is what your guru, the royal 
astrologer, told me." 
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Father came home from of fice 
one day to find his little 
son sitting on the cot, 
with a pen and paper in 
his hand. a 
Father: “Why are you 
sitting on Kitty?" 

Son: “Because the teacher asked us to write an 
essay on the family pet." 

C3 KIC HO) 





Teacher : Why didn't you do 
your homework? 

4 Akshay :T didn't do it because 
I didn't want to add to your 
already heavy workload. 


Sardar Hari Singh and Sardar Gyani Singh are TTY 
at a railway station. iY 

LE Hari Singh asks the clerk: 

A “Can I take this train 

(BENS HD 

to Ludhiana?" 

Anu : What's the best 


"No," answers the 
way to find out an 





clerk. 
elephant's age? 
“ St 
an te" GSK ie Check Vis 
Gyani Singh. 


driver's license. 





Dattu’s parents were having a visitor. | | +--!icked her dress. You said Auntie’s 
Suddenly, Dattu ran up to the lady and... dress is absolutely 
7 tasteless - I just 


Dattu! What wanted to check 
are you doing? 
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OC: there was a king who was very devoted to his 
subjects. He paid great attention to their welfare. 
He used to get reports from his minister as well as spies. 
Yet he was keen to know for himself whether the people 
had any problems. So, he would go round the kingdom 
incognito, listening to their conversations, besides engaging 
them in conversation himself: 

One day, he was passing by the house of one of his 
courtiers. It was past midnight. As the king approached 
the house, he found one window open. There was a faint 
light inside and he could hear voices. He guessed that 
three young girls were talking to each other, discussing 
who they wished to marry. 

“You know I’m fond of food. How I wish I could 
marry the royal cook! I can then have a 
taste of the dishes prepared for the king 
and queen!” said one of them. 

“TfI could marry the minister, I would 
travel with him all over the kingdom, even 
to the neighbouring kingdoms. You know 
how I like to see new places,” a second 
voice said. 

Nothing more was heard for a while. 
Then the same voices could be heard. “Why 
are you silent? Why don’t you tell us whom 
you wish to marry? 

The king now heard a third voice. “If 
the king were to marry me, I’ Il give him 
lovely children.”’ Some metry laughter was 
heard. 

The king moved away from the place 
quickly and returned to the palace. He 
began contemplating. He already had two 
wives but neither had given him any 
children. He guessed that the three voices 
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0) he children 


from the river 


he heard were that of sisters and he wondered why he 
should not take the one, who had expressed a desire to 
marry him, as his third wife. 

Next morning, he sent a palanquin for the sisters to 
come to the palace. They were led to the court when the 
king called the girls’ father and told him in their presence 
what he heard the previous night. “Ill arrange for your 
elder daughter to marry the royal cook, and the minister 
to marry your second daughter.” 

The courtier anxiously waited for the king to say 
something about his youngest daughter, who was now 
alternatively looking at her father and the king. 

The king smiled and told the courtier, “I propose to 
take your youngest daughter as my third wife and make 
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her the queen!” The girl’s joy knew no bounds. The three 
weddings took place in a grand manner and the new 
brides started living 1n their respective homes. 

The two elder girls now realised that they had to be 
contented with modest looking houses, unlike the palace 
where their younger sister was reigning as queen. 
Naturally they grew jealous of her. However, she still had 
a lot of affection for them. She thought, if one of them 
had expressed a wish to marry the king, she would have 
married someone else; so she wanted to be obliged 
to them. 

The young queen was soon expecting a baby and she 
told her husband that she would like to have her sisters 
to help her. The king readily agreed, and the two sisters 
came and stayed with her 1n the palace. When the baby 
— it was a boy — was born, the wicked sisters conspired 
with the queen’s maid, who placed the baby in a basket 
and floated it down the river by the side of the palace. 
They brought in a little pup and told the queen that she 
was delivered of a pup. “Ifit1s God’s will, then I can only 
accept the pup as my baby,” said a much dejected queen. 

The next year also the queen gave birth to a beautiful 
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baby boy. The sisters again managed to float the baby in 
a basket down the river, and produce a kitten before the 
queen. Once again she was resigned to her fate and 
accepted it as “god’s will’. 

A year after that, the queen gave birth to a sweet 
baby girl. The sisters once again carried out their evil 
plan and told their younger sister that her child was a 
beautifully looking clay doll. Like the queen, the king was 
equally distraught over the way things have happened for 
them. He remembered the voice that he had heard that 
midnight from the courtier’s house—“‘If the king marries 
me, Pll give him lovely children.” 

Meanwhile, he had continued the practice of going 
round his kingdom incognito. He now often overheard 
remarks against the queen who had given birth to a pup, 
a kitten, and a clay doll. Some people said the queen 
was “not anormal woman’, while some even called her 
“a witch”. Some took all these as an ominous sign of a 
calamity, like a flood or epidemic, which could fall on the 
kingdom. Some people suggested that the queen should 
not live in the palace. So the king sent her away to the 
forest. 

It so happened that a brahmin living on the river bank, 
not far from the palace, was one day taking his bath when 
he saw a basket floating by. He was surprised to see a 
newborn in it. He took the baby boy home and handed 
him to his wife. As the couple did not have any children, 
they brought up the boy with much love and care. 

A year later, again, the brahmin came upon a basket 
with another newborn. It was a boy and he took the baby 
home. The couple noticed how the two boys resembled 
each other. 

The brahmin’s surprise knew no bounds when a year 
later he saw yet another basket floating in the river. This 
time, the basket had a baby girl. And he and his wife 
again noticed how the baby resembled the two boys. 
The couple showered all their affection on the three 
children, who were named Madan, Mohan, and Mohini. 

One day, the brahmin took seriously ill and passed 
away. Soon afterwards his wife also died. The children 
were still growing and they realised that they were now 
on their own and had to fend for themselves. 

One day, they had an unexpected visitor. The king, 
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who had lost his way, was guided by a lone light and 
came to where the children were living. He was tired, 
hungry and thirsty. The children gave him food and made 
him take rest for the night. 

The next morning, he disclosed his identify and told 
them that they could seek his help whenever they wanted 
it. On returning to his capital, the king sent them a bagful 
of gold coins. He wanted them not to feel the want for 
anything. 

Ever since she knew that it was a king who was their 
guest for a night, Mohini had suggested to her brothers 
that they, too, should live in a palatial building, if nota 
palace. Her affectionate brothers fulfilled her wish and all 
the three moved into their new residence. Mohini went 
about decorating the place with objects of art and laying 
gardens all around. 

One day a yogi came that way. He marvelled at the 
sight ofa beautiful building by the side of a river but in the 
middle of a forest. During her conversation with him, 
Mohini asked him whether he found anything wanting in 
their residence. He suggested that it should have a golden 
tree, a golden sparrow in a golden cage, and a golden 
bow which could be fetched from a palace high up ona 
mountain. He gave directions how to reach the palace. 

After the yogi had left, the sister and brothers held a 
discussion at the end of 
which it was decided that 
Madan would proceed 
to the mountain-palace. 
Before he started, he 
handed a sword to 
Mohini and said, “Please 
don’t worry about me, 
but if something were to 
happen to me, this sword 
will lose its sheen.” 

After Madan left, 
Mohini would take a 
close look at the sword. 
Days and months passed 
and the shine on the 
sword remained bright, — 
and she would know that 
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Madan was safe. But one morning she saw that the shine 
had faded. 

What happened was, as Madan was ascending the 
steps of the palace, he heard a shout: “Madan, don’t 
take another step!”’ But he remembered the yogi’s warning 
not to look back when he climbed the steps. So, he 
ignored the shout and kept on climbing the steps. He had 
hardly climbed two more steps when he heard the voice 
of his foster father, the brahmin: “Madan, stop! Let me 
join you, please give me a helping hand.’ Now he could 
notresist the temptation of looking back. The next moment 
he fell down like a stone. 

Mohini was inconsolable and Mohan could only offer 
to go in search of his brother. On his part, he gave her his 
flute and told her that 1t would break into two if something 
were to happen to him. On his way, he enquired about 
Madan and everybody assured him that he had passed 
their way hale and hearty. 

At last he reached the steps of the mountain-palace. 
He had climbed just two steps when he thought he heard 
his brother’s voice. “Mohan, I’m behind you, wait for 
me.” As his main mission was searching for his brother 
rather than securing the three 1tems mentioned by the yog1, 
he looked back and fell down like a stone. 

Mohini was shocked when the flute left by Mohan 

..» broke into two. She 
__ wept for a whole day. 
The next day, she 
_ mustered some courage 
and decided to go after 
her brothers. 

On the way she was 
~ guided by the 
™ information that two 
young men had taken the 
same way. Ultimately, 
\. she too reached the 
steps leading to the 
palace. Unmindful of all 
shouts and warnings, she 
continued to climb the 
| steps and reached a 
a 7 | - courtyard where she 
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saw a golden tree. On the tree hung a golden cage and 
there was a golden sparrow in tt. It spoke: “I wait for 
your command. You will see a golden bow placed ona 
drum over there. You may beat the drum with the bow 
and your two brothers who have been turned into stone 
will hear the sound and regain their life.” 

Mohini did exactly as the sparrow told her. “I now 
have the golden bow and the golden parrot. How do I 
get the golden tree 1n search of which my brothers had 
come here?” she asked. 

The parrot replied: “Hand the bow to one of your 
brothers. By merely touching the tree with the bow, it will 
come into his hands. 

“Mohini! You’re here!” They spoke in amazement. 
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¢ >» From the Middle Ages up until the end of the 19th century, 
// barbers in Europe performed a number of medical duties, 
including bloodletting, wound treatment, dentistry, minor 


In the 16" century, the spoon was a status symbol in England. 
Aristocrats carried their own spoons to banquets hosted by 


“T shall tell you everything later. 
Right now, one of you take this bow 
and touch that golden tree. It will come 
off in your hands,” said Mohini 
excitedly. Soon they were climbing 
— down the steps on their way back, one 
brother holding the bow, the other 
carrying the tree, and Mohini carrying 
the cage with the parrot. 

A few days after their return they 
— _ invited the king to visit their residence. 
+ —Ss After all, ithad been built with the gift 

W——~ of gold coins given by the king. He 
S — came and was fascianated when he 
—*?__ was shown round the place. As they 
sat for dinner, he was stupified when 
_ he saw that the dishes were made up 
of pearls, diamonds, and rubies. “How 
odd!” remarked the king. 

Suddenly, the golden parrot spoke: “Ifa woman can 
give birth to a puppy, a kitten and a clay doll, then pearls 
and diamonds given by the golden tree can also be 
cooked!” 

The king understood what the parrot meant. He turned 
to the parrot and asked: “Then, where are my children?” 

“Right in front of you! The puppy, kitten, and doll 
were given to the queen by her jealous sisters. Go and 
fetch her!” said the parrot in a commanding tone. 

The king straight away went to the forest where his 
third queen was living after her banishment from the 
palace. They both drove back to the residence of the 
two brothers and their sister, who found the turn of events 
quite unbelievable. 
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ust that day his uncle Rajiv had brought some fishing 

fins and a large torchlight that he was to use for his 
scuba dive the next day. Ajay was fascinated with it. That 
same night he borrowed the torch and tiptoed outside. 
Seconds later as the screen door creaked shut, the dark 
of the night swallowed him completely. Ajay groped his 
way to the darkest place he could find. 

He looked around. He could see 
nothing except an inky blackness all 
around. It was eerie outside. 
Suddenly he heard noises. He 
listened intently. First there was 
the incessant chirping of 
crickets and the whine of 
mosquitoes. Suddenly the 
night was alive with weird 
noises — the crackling of 
underbrush and the deep 
cough of a lion. It was a 
jungle and he was in the 
middle of it! 

““Kreegah! Me Tarzan! 
Aaeeoooill,’ he shouted, 
thumping his eleven-year-old 
chest, imitating Tarzan of the 
Apes. There was no answer from the 
great apes. They were probably asleep. He 
strained his ears to listen to night creatures brushing 
through the shrubs: Foxes and hyenas laughing their way 
to their hunt; rabbits scurrying away to their burrows; 
lemurs swaying in the branches and the loud chatter of 
monkeys as they prepared to go to bed for the night. 

Suddenly there was the snap of a twig! CRACK! 

What was THAT”? He wasn’t scared. Not yet 
anyway. He had the large bright torchlight in his hands. 
He could hear MORE snapping and crackling of twigs. 
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Something WAS moving through the bushes! Was it a 
kid-eating monster trying to sneak up on him? He stood 
rooted to the spot. If his ears could be cocked, it would 
be pointed towards the direction of the sound. Suddenly 
something brushed against the side of his face. 
““EEFeeeee!!” he screamed. Well, he wasn’t really 
scared out of his wits. Not yet. He switched on the torch. 
The huge beam cut a yellow swath 
through the darkness. A hairy moth 
darted into the light. He heaved a 
sigh of relief. It must have been 
the moth that had brushed 
against his face. 
He swung the beam of 
light upward. The air was full 
of buzzing insects zigzagging 
in the air attracted by the 
bright light. Again he heard 
the crashing in the dark. He 
swivelled around real fast 
and turned the light under his 
chin, making the light shine up 
on his face. Whoever or 
whatever was out there, better 
see his face and know that HE 
wasn t scared. 

With the light under her chin he just 
happened to glance toward the ground. “Eeeyoooww!!”’ 
he screamed. There was a strange, glowing monster 
staring up at him. And whenever he moved, it moved! 
He tried to yell for help but it came out a croaked whisper. 

““Momma?!!’ 

Then he heard a loud SPLASH. 

Splash?? Was that in the WATER’? Immediately the 
glow-in-the-dark monster’s face staring up at him got all 
blurred! Ajay realised he was standing at the edge of a 
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largish pond, staring into his own reflection. Hoo-boy! 
What a dummy. He wasn’t going to tell his friends about 
this. 

But... what was it that made the big “splash” 
sound? 

There was only ONE thing that could make that much 
noise in this part of the yungle.... Crocodiles! ! 

Short legged, short snouted, gaping mouth, animals 
with a zillion razor-sharp teeth! He grabbed the flashlight 
and swivelled the beam across the algae-covered swampy 
water. 

What he saw made him shiver and his knees to shake. 
A pair of red, bulging eyes were peeking 
out of the water. And there was only 
one thing those big red eyes could 
be looking at... himself!!! 

He took an agonisingly 
slow step backwards... He 
wasn’t about to take his 
attention off those eyes until 
HE was far enough away to 
get a good running start. But 
the splashing of his step in 
the water told him HE 
wasn’t going fast enough. 
He turned to make a run 
for it. 

And he tripped on 
something coiled and snaky. 
The flashlight slipped from his 
hand and fell with aloud splash 
in the water. Quickly it sank to 
the bottom! As he looked down to 
see what the scaly thing was, he saw it was a 
protruding root of a tree. He had very nearly died of fright 
as his heart was choking him in his mouth and had skipped 
some ten or twenty beats. What a dummy he was. 

He turned and looked back at the water. The torch 
was glowing in the murky pool of this croc-infested pond. 
Wow! Was HE in big trouble. He HAD to get the new 
torch back. But HOW? 

HE looked around and again, he spotted those big 
eyes again watching him. If he ducked into the water to 
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go after the torch, the monster would be after him in a 
flash and a quick snap of its jaws and HE can kiss this life 
good-bye. 

He stopped to think. Maybe, just maybe, if he was 
fast enough he could dive down and grab the torch before 
those eyes could even blink. It was worth a try. 

He slowly bent his knees, all the time staring at the 
eyes until his hips were under water. He began to work 
his way towards the spot where the torch was glowing. 
His hands were groping in the water when suddenly 
something wrapped itself around his arms and legs. 

“Aarrgghh!”’ 

HE felt something scaly wrap 
against his chest. Frantically his 
arms reached up to push it off. 
____ The thing was choking him. He 
te tried to free his limbs and 
loosen the grip of this huge 
python-like thing, and he 
flailed his arms like a 
windmill. Ouch! His arm hurt 
as it came in contact with the 
coiled body of the scaly 
reptile. His hand bounced 
off the scaly arm. Whatever 
this thing was, it had a body 
as hard as wood. His fingers 
tried to grab it but it was 
slippery and slimy. He tried 
once again. 
Wait a minute. Don’t panic. 
Maybe it was his imagination again 

— maybe it’s just an undergrowth or 
vine. Nothing to worry about. He reached 
down and grabbed at whatever it was that was wrapped 
around his legs. When he felt the slippery slimy skin, 
shivers ran up his spine. He screamed: 

“MOM!! DAD!! HeeeeLP!!”’ 

That thing wrapped around his legs had to be the 
biggest anaconda in this part of the world! Frantically he 
tried to pull away but he couldn’ t. The snake was wrapping 
itself around him and squeezing his life! He tried to fight 
with all his might. He twisted and turned; he kicked and 
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he squirmed. They thrashed and rolled and tumbled over 
and around in the water, crashed into trees and roots. 
Suddenly he gave a mighty heave flinging the snake away 
into the murky swamp. 

““KERsplash!!!’ Just as the snake hit the water...a 
blinding flash of light filled the jungle. 

“Ajay Ram Mohan!” a voice yelled. “Is that you 
making all that racket?” 

It was a voice HE knew. It sounded LIKE his mother 
but who needed a mother at a time like this? 

“Ajay! Get yourself out of that fish pond this instant! 
And why on EARTH are you all tangled up in that grarden 
hose? Young man, get yourself in here and off those wet 
clothes right this minute! It1s WAY past your bedtime! 
What in the world were you doing scaring those poor 
frogs to death?” 


Sure enough, some frogs with bright bulging eyes 
were jumping in all directions across the lawn. Huh? HE 
thought those eyes belonged to a humongous croc and 
HE sure thought that garden hose was an anaconda, too. 
It certainly FELT like a snake, all coiled and slimy. 

Uh-oh! 

HE got up from the knee-deep waters of the pond 
untangling himself from the hose. He was thinking, who 
WAS that person REALLY”? Sure, it SOUNDED like 
his mother. But maybe that wasn’t his mother at all. 

Maybe it was someone ELSE, who just 
PRETENDED to be like her. Could it be the wicked 
witch of the West whom Dorothy met in The Wizard of 
Oz? Perhaps he could play-act that story tomorrow. Now 
it was time to go in or HE would be in real BIG trouble! 

- By B. Sumangal 


The westernmost province of Sudan is called Darfur, or the land of the Fur people. Although 
the whole province has been named after them, the land actually occupied by the Fur is confined 


to the mountainous heart of the area. 


The Fur live along the mountain in circular, thatched houses made of stone or dried mud. 


Their main crop is bulrush millet or dukhn. This is used for brewing beer, which plays an important 
part in the economics of the community. The beer is not only a must for marriages and other 
celebrations, but is also used as a ‘payment’ for labour. 

The Fur also produce various other crops, including vegetables, wheat, and sesame, and they 
are sold in the weekly markets. The cash thus obtained is used for buying salt, sugar, tea, and 
metal tools. However, they consider it improper to sell three things - dukhn, beer, and their 
labour. So, whena man needs help, he summons his friends and relatives who will work in his field 
for him. In return, he is expected to provide large quantities of beer as payment for the workers. 
When aman wants to build a house, the same system operates, 
but here each volunteer has to contribute materials (such 
as wood and grass) as well as his labour, in return for a 
cup of beer! 

Another peculiar feature of Fur economics is that | WY 
each adult individual is a separate economic unit. von. a (ail . 

Husbands and wives have their own separate fields, << \ x Aa 
and each will dispose of produce separately. A husband gon X ALN | 
has no right to control his wife's activities in these Z Se My iS 
matters. When a wife cooks or brews beer for her Ce Xr) 
husband and his friends, she will use A/s stores, not her za 7 
own, which she keeps for herself and the children. 
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The Wise Merchant 


Jataka Tales 
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He explained that strange 
fruits could be poisonous. 


it NT 
BOX] ahead of the others. 
They halted in the 
outskirts of a village, 
under a tree laden 
with ripe fruits. 
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They forgot the merchant's 
warning. Some of them plucked the 
ruits and bit into them. 





Though the fruits looked like 
mangoes, they were poisonous. 
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Jataka Tales 
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The Wise Merchant 


Soon the men felt better. The 
group halted there that night. 


a 
f. 
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Luckily, the merchant had with 
him an antidote for the poison. 


| Early next morning, the men 
heard some voices. 


I'll take the 
bullock this 
time. 


Invariably, they 
eat them and become 


This helps us Loot 


their belongings and 
lead a cosy life. 
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These men er 
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plucked and eaten. 
But I noticed that 
. these were untouched. 


Fy, 


4 


Edible fruits are 
and resumed their journey. 


I knew they were 
poisonous. | 
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The End 
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LEGENDS 
OF INDIA - 20 


fter a long journey through a hilly terrain, the 
\ tf two travellers, Vyan and Vipul, at lastreached 
NW arest-house. They knew each other casually and 
had met by chance at a roadside inn an hour ago. 
They were bound for the same destination. 





Both had taken food at the inn and Vipul had guzzled 
a lot of drinks. 

It was past midnight. Dead tired, the travellers were 
happy when told that the rest-house had two rooms and 





both the rooms had fallen vacant a while ago. One room 


was on the first floor and the other on the second floor. 

“Gentlemen, there are lighted lanterns in both the 
rooms which have just been cleaned. Please go and see. 
You may choose any one room or a room each, as you 
please,” said the manager of the rest-house. 

Vian helped Vipul to climb the narrow stairs. Once 
they had reached the first floor, Vipul told Vijan, “I wait 
here, but this room 1s rather gloomy for me. Please go 
and take a look at the room upstairs. If that is more airy, 
I would like to sleep there.” 

Vijan went up and returned after a minute. “Yes, 
indeed, the room upstairs 1s airy and better in many ways. 
We can both share that,” he said. 

“No, my friend, I don’t like to share a room with 
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A midnight fight 


anybody,” said Vipul curtly though incoherently, waiving 
his arms in a weird manner. The effect of heavy drinking 
had reduced him to a lesser human being. “I must sleep 
there alone. You can sleep here.”’ 

Vian was not unhappy, for he had no desire to share 
aroom with a fellow who smelt of drinks. 

“Very good. Come on, let me take you to your room,” 
said Vijan, ready to guide his companion along the 
staircase. He picked up Vipul’s bag and extended his 


. =— 


= 


ss 
— 


—— 


hand to take hold of Vipul’s. But Vipul violently rejected 
the offer of help and shouted, ““What do you think of me? 
Am | a baby? Or do you suppose I am drunk? I can 
climb to the top of the Vindhya mountain without any 
support! Yes, that’s what I can do. Leave me alone!”’ He 
snatched his bag from Vijan’s hand. 

‘Fine, fine, go alone by all means. Good night,” said 
Vian as he shut his door behind Vipul. 

Vijan slept well and it was a calm and beautiful dawn 
when he woke up. Before long he was ready to set out 
for his destination. But what about his companion? Was 
he ready to come along? Viyan climbed up to ask him. 

But Vipul was lying, not inside the room, but on the 
balcony, asleep. Vijan woke him up as tenderly as 
possible. He sat up, rubbed his eyes and looked in all 
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directions. There was suspicion and fear writ large on his 
face. He then fixed his eyes on Vyan and felt sure that the 
man he saw was none other than his companion. Only 
then did he ask, ““What happened to those rowdies? They 
must have escaped with my bag!” 

“Rowdies? There was nobody but yourselfhere! And 
I can see your bag right inside the room!” said Vian. 

Vipul took a little time to recollect and narrate all that 
had happened. As soon as he entered the room, four 
rowdies who were hiding in the room had come forward 
from four sides to attack him. He had given them a fight, 
but he did not remember when he was thrown out and 
had fallen flat on the balcony and probably fainted. 

Vijan suppressed his amusement. “My friend, I wanted 






“ not to put his thumb into his mouth. The next day he was with 
his mother ina supermarket, where he kept staring at a woman | 
with a stomach that was obviously not normal. In fact the woman 
was expecting a baby. The irate woman could not tolerate the boy's 
) stare for long. She pulled up the boy: " Stop staring at me like that. 
You don't know who I am." " No," said the boy, with a meaningful look , 
“but I do know what you've been doing." 

His mother quickly led him away from the scene. 
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I know what you've been doing 


Little Sandy was in the habit of sucking his thumb all the 
time. His mother tried everything to make him give up the habit. 
Finally, one day she pointed to a fat man with a very large 
stomach and said that he had grown his stomach because he 


to leave you in this room so that Icould have made you 
conscious of the fact that there were large glasses on all 
the four walls of the room. In the light of the lantern you 
must have seen your own reflection approaching you from 
all the four sides the moment you entered the room. It 1s 
lucky that you haven’t broken any glass or haven’t been 
injured by any broken glass, even though there are marks 
of your having dashed against one or two of them,” 
explained Vian. 

Vipul sat silent for a while. Then he sighed. “So, I 
was fighting with myself!’ he commented at last. 

“Alas, my friend, we often do so in our ignorance,” 
said Vijan. 

- Visvavasu 
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i twins, Usha and Leela, belonged to a village called 
Shantapuram in Tamil Nadu, on the banks of river 
Mythili. The villagers consider the river sacred and would 
take great care to keep it clean. The girls were very proud 
of their village and the river. Last summer, they happened 
to hear about river Yamuna in Delhi from their cousin 
Gopu who lived there. On his last visit to Shantapuram, 
he had kept badgering about Delhi’s wide roads, 
shopping malls, Appu Ghar and other interesting features 
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The Trin Down 


the River 


of the capital city. Usha and Leela had since been very 
keen to go to Delhi. 

So they were very happy when, on the first day of the 
Deepavali holidays, their mother announced: “You girls 
will be happy to know that we’re going to Delhi to 
celebrate Deepavali with your Maamaji and cousin 
Gopu.” This was a big surprise for the twins . ““Yippee!”’ 
screamed the girls. ““This vacation is really going to be 
different.” 

Their uncle had planned the girls’ stay in Delhi in such 
a way that each day they were visiting a new place. For 
them each day had a surprise in store for them. The 
museums, the gardens, historical monuments, shopping 
complexes, Appu Ghar, so on and so forth. 

“Leela! Usha!” their Maama called as he and Gopu 
entered their room. ““Today I’m going to take you to a 
new place. I’m sure you will enjoy it.” Both sisters looked 
at each other and said in a chorus, “Where, Maamaji?” 

“Let that be a surprise,’ said their uncle opening the 
car door. 

Soon they were off to their destination. The girls were 
very curious to know where they were heading. Their 
car slowly turned near a bridge and stopped. Usha could 
not keep quiet any longer and asked: ““Maamaji, where 
are we?” 

“Usha, we are in Wazirabad, on the banks of river 
Yamuna, the lifeline of Delhi. We’ Il go down the river 
from the place where the Yamuna enters Delhi and to 
Okhla, where she leaves Delhi,’ informed their uncle. “Are 
we going to walk all the way?” asked Leela. “No, we’ Il 





) , go by boat,” replied Uncle. 


“Boat!” said an excited Usha and Leela in a chorus. 
Although Gopu had been in Delhi for long, this was 
to be his first trip down the Yamuna. The girls had 
sailed down their own Mythili many times. As they 
moved down the Yamuna, their uncle started 
telling them the story of the river. “The Yamuna 
is one of the ancient rivers of north India. It 
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The Yamuna catchment area of Delhi is one per cent of the river's total catchment area but it | 
generates more than 50% of the pollutants found in the Yamuna. Delhi receives relatively clean ! 
water and converts it into a deadly mixture of disease-bearing waste. Delhi alone generates i 
3,000 MLD of wastewater, which makes the bacteriological count dangerously high. Moreover, 

micro-organisms with the help of dissolved oxygen in the river break down into complex organic 
pollutants. This results in depletion of oxygen and hence acute deficiency of oxygen for other 5 
riverine organisms such as fish. In other words, no or less oxygen means very little aquatic life in y 
the Yamuna, making it a dead river. Source: TERI Website | 


has almost a north-south course in Delhi and during the 
monsoon it expands considerably in width; at some places 
to several kilometres. 

‘Usha, can you see those temples and steps on the 
river bank? They are called ghats. Like the Mythili, 
the Yamuna 1s also considered sacred. Rivers in India are 
just not a source of water but part of people’s life.” 

As they were going down the river, they came across 
another boat laden with green vegetables. ““Wow! Leela, 
look at those vegetables, they are so green and fresh,” 
said Usha. “Maamayji! Are these vegetables grown on 
the banks of the river?” asked Leela. 

Before Uncle could answer, the other boat had come 
closer and the person on the boat replied, “*Yes, all these 
vegetables are grown on the riverbank. My name is 
Majnu and I’m a farmer, ’ he continued. ““The Yamuna is 
our mother. Without her we won’t survive.” Saying that 
he paddled way. 

As they went along, there was a distinct change in the 
surroundings. They could see ghats where people were 
not just offering prayers, but were busy cleaning vehicles 
and bathing animals. Soon they reached a point where 
the children had to close their nose as the stench 
was unbearable. “Gosh! The river smells like 
a drain,’ said the children. c 

“Yes, Leela, itis because of pollution,” 
said Uncle as he pointed to the large 
sewage outlets from the housing 
societies, offices and factories on the 
banks of the river. 

Usha and Leela had never 
seen such a sight on the 
banks of Mythili. Back in 
their village, peoplenever eve 


sullied by throwing garbage into the river. “When the 
river Yamuna enters Wazirabad,’ Uncle explained, “‘it is 
quite clean, but as she passes through Delhi, dirty and 
polluted water and wastes from factories, homes and other 
places are dumped into it, making it a polluted river.” 

“But, Dad, can’t we clean the dirty water and put it to 
use again?’ asked Gopu. 

“Gopu, treating polluted water is an expensive exercise 
and unfortunately the polluters only look at their profits 
and are not ready to spend money to keep the Yamuna 
clean,” replied his father. 

‘You mean that nothing 1s being done to stop them?” 
asked Leela. 

“No, Leela. Recently, the Supreme Court has ordered 
the Delhi Government to clean up the river. The 
Government has now launched the Yamuna Action Plan, 
but much needs to be done,” said her uncle. 

“Watch out!” shouted Leela, as a 
big polythene bag came 























sailing towards them from the top of a bridge. They all 
ducked in time. “Gosh! That almost hit me. What was 
that, Dad?” asked Gopu. 

‘“This is another form of pollution. Since the Yamuna 
is considered sacred, people throw flowers and other 
things into the river. Many times, these things are putin a 
plastic bag, tied and thrown into the river. But in doing 
so, they do not realise that they are actually suffocating 
the river,” said his father. “Although flowers are 
biodegradable, polythene is not and it just floats in the 
river,’ he added. 

“What is the solution to the problem, Maamaji?” 
asked Usha. 

“We need to create more awareness among the people. 
If we want the Yamuna to be a clean river, then we all 
must take the responsibility of keeping her clean,” said 
Uncle grimly. 

By this time, they had come a long way down the 
river and were slowly reaching Okhla. Suddenly, Usha 
was excited to see a large a number of birds. “Leela, 
look at those birds. They are so beautiful!” 

‘The Yamuna is a habitat for a large number of birds. 
During winters, one can see thousands of birds,’’ Uncle 
told her. Gopu had kept quiet all this while. For him this 
trip was an eye-opener. For the first time he could 
connect people’s life with ariver. Back at Shantapuram, 
the villagers’ lives revolved round river Mythili, be it for 


irrigation, fishing, daily chores or transportation. And 
for the same reasons, the villagers also took the utmost 
care of the river. Gopu wished that the same could be 
true for the Yamuna. He wanted to do something for 
the river. 

“Children, we are at the Okhla barrage. Time to get 
down,” said their uncle, as their boat docked on the bank. 
As they were alighting, Gopu saw a group of children 
with an elderly person, doing something in the water. He 
ran towards the group and asked one of the boys, “Hi! 
What’ re you all doing?” 

‘Hello! ’'m Ramesh and we are a group of school 
children who come here every month to check the quality 
of water in the Yamuna at various points along the river. 
On weekends, we also go round various localities to 
create awareness among the people to keep the Yamuna 
clean,’ replied the boy. 

Gopu realised that here was an opportunity to do 
something for Yamuna. “Can I be part of your group?” 
asked Gopu. 

“Of course, anyone is welcome to join the group. Let 
me introduce you to the others,’ replied Ramesh. 

Gopu’s father knew that his son and other children 
have started anew beginning and this earth 1s in safe hands. 

- By Radha Kamat 
Courtesy: Kalpavriksh and the National 
Biodiversity and Strategic Action Plan 





Funskool’s Rummikub 
Word Magic Competition 


~~ Funskool, a leading toy company in India, conducted the first 
= ever Inter-school Rimmikub Word Magic Competition, a word 
building game, on October 17 at the Vidyodaya Senior 
Secondary School, Chennai. Sixteen leading schools participated 
in this competition. Participants were first screened through a questionnaire based on the 
game and 16 students were chosen for the semi-final. 


Out of them four students made it to the final. Shrudhi Aravind from Chinmaya Vidyalaya 
bagged the First Prize, while Pratyush and Trishna from A.M.M. and Sherwood Hall won the 
Second and Third Prize respectively. Ms. Joshna Chinappa, the National Level Squash Champion, 
presided over the fun-filled function and distributed the prizes. Cheered on by parents, teachers 
and fellow students, the function was a roaring success. 
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THE PRIZE CAKE 


Something wondertul happened last December holidays. My parents took me to a cake exhibition. 
The main piece was a model of Lalit Mahal Palace, Mysore. It was as large as 6 sq.ft. We were told that 
25 people had worked more than 45 days to create the sugar palace. It was really a feast tor the eyes. 
We were not allowed to touch it. Otherwise | would have munched a bit. There were other smaller 
exhibits like Spiderman and Gitopadesha. There was a lucky draw and, to my surprise, | won a 5 kg 
cake. As we had come on our motor bike, we had to take an auto to take the cake home. My father was 

ow following us on his bike. The auto stopped at a signal. 
A small boy came begging. | looked at my mother, 
and she nodded approvingly. | put my tingers into 
the cake box and gave a tat piece to the boy. Soon 
many other children crowded around us. Within 
minutes the 5 kg cake had vanished. Instead 
of feeling sad, that | had no cake left tor myselt, 
| was feeling happy. The auto 
‘uncle’ was also happy as he was 
a part of it. It was surely an 
untorgettable day tor me. 


Sandhya B. (9), Bangalore 


X’'MAS HUMOUR 


During the term exams in the month ot December, one of the questions was: 
“What causes depression?” 
One ot the students wrote: “God knows, | don’t. Merry Christmas. 





Two weeks later, the answer paper came back with the teacher’s 
remark: “God gets 100 marks, and you get zero. Happy 
New Year!” 
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Teacher : Can anybody tell me who is Santa Claus? 
Little Shweta (standing up) : Miss, | can! Santa Claus is my grandpa who, | 
at midnight when I’m fast asleep, slowly creeps through the open window Hie 
into my bedroom. He wears an outtit which is white and red, and hangs 3 
a stocking full of toys above my bed. 


Shirley D’Cruz (12), Mumbai 


KALEID@SC&@PE KALEID@SC&@PE KALEID@SC&@PE 
THE RISING SOUL 


My soul is as adventurous as a lion, 

As brave as a firetighter. 

My soul is as happy as a buttertly, 

Ready to go on missions and take challenges. 
When my mind errs, my soul alerts it, 

My soul has travelled round the world. 

And | have never kept it a prisoner in my heart, 
This is my soul. 





V.Shaakya Sundar (8),Jakarta, Indonesia 





| WISH | WAS A BUTTERFLY 


It | were a buttertly 

| thank you Lord tor my good wings 
Every day when the sunshine is bright 
| will go trom tlower to tlower 

And | would suck honey 

But, | don’t have any house 


In the night | stick to the walls and sleep 
And so it | were a buttertly 
Will you be it too? 


Priyadarshan Babu(8) iH =— a 
Mumbai _ 


THE JOY OF COMING 
BACK TO SCHOOL 


We come to school to learn, 

And grow up and earn. 

We come to school to study, 

To enjoy and play with our buddy. 

We come and learn to behave, 

To come up and be brave. 

School is joy and tun to me 

My parents don’t mind paying the tee. 
Ohl! | like to come back to school, 
Laugh, learn and play the fool. 


Pramod G.S. (11), Bangalore 
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There was this 
man who was 
forgettul. It was 
the rainy season. 
His wite, one day, 
~ gave him tour 
umbrellas, so that 
he would not get 
wet. She found 
him completely drenched when he returned 
home. On questioning, he said the first one he 
lett in the bus and the second one in the oftice. 
He found the third one broken. 

“What about the fourth umbrellae” asked the 
anxious wife. 


“Ohl Here it is. | forgot to open it,” said the 
man fishing it out from his briefcase. 


V. Shwetha Venkat (12), Visakhapatnam 





Judge : How dare 
you stole the 

diamond ring trom 
the jewellery shop! 


Thief : Your 

honour, | saw the 
board on which was 
written, “Here’s a 
golden opportunity!” 





G. R. Venkatesh (12), Jaggayyapet 


Salt : It is going to 
be paintul when 
people use me. 
Sugar : Why do 
you think so¢ 





Salt : Because they 
will take it with a 
pinch. 


C.R. Rohan Krishna (10), Bangalore. 





Servant (holding a cup 
of water) : Wake up, 
sir, wake up! 

Master : Why? What 
happened! 









Servant : Nothing © 
has happened. I’ve to 
give you your sleeping 
pills. 


Raja (to visitor 
hesitating at 
the gate) : 
Come in, don’t 
worry about the 
dog. 

Visitor : Does he bite? 


Raja : That’s what | want 
to tind out. | bought him only 
this morning. 


Arvind kumar Pandey (13), Gorakhpur 


Teacher : Do you 
know that birds 
have a sharp 
eyesight? 


| Student : Yes, 


' miss. 


Teacher : How 
do you know 
that? 


Student : | have 
never seen a 
single bird 
wearing 
spectacles. 


K.Chandra Sekhar (12) 
Cuttack 


TRYING 
TRIANGLE 


Use numbers 
from 1 to 9 to fill 
up the nine circles 
on the triangle, in 
such way as to get 
a total of 17 on 
each side. 


CUT THE 
CACKLE 


Do you know the cries 
of various animals 
and birds? Try to fill 


in the blanks: 

| bray 
2. Bears 
ee buzz 
4. Bulls 
5B hoot 
6. DuckS > 
7 croak 
8. Geese | 
ae bleat 
10.HyenaS > 
ll chatter 
12. Nightingales _ 
1 hiss 
14.Swallows | 
15. gebble 


- N.Saiprashanth (6), | 
Mysore 


"2. How does a 
‘ chicken mail a letter Lt 
- to her friend? 





a 











- G. Ramsri Goutham (14), Wanaparthy. . 


RIDDLES 


1. What will ) 
Father chimney - 


tell his child . 


chimney? 





3. Where do you send 


a sick kangaroo? 


- Cecil D’Cruz (10), 


Mumbal 
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Hermit Jayananda its certain that the 
woman who passed away in his presence 
was the Queen of Shantipur. The hermit’s 
disciples bury the woman’s body as 
instructed by him. In the capital Vir Singh _, 
is in a hurry to be coronated. Minister , 
Manavendra has objections. 

Later, he ts attacked, but he 

is saved by a man ina mask. 


— 


The Mystery of the Unknown B/Prince 


A day after Manavendra walks | 
out of the court, Vir Singh y | WNL have been 
takes a Stroll in the palace aa | i killed. 


garden. He is worried. ~ What } \, RR! < : 1 = 
; i happened? / ||X that young man 
) X who was objecting Rt 
to my becoming ff =F 


| He’s Vasant. He says Parade him on the streets and ) 


he doesn’t know g' hang him in public! 
anything. 4 | "a 
ai . |e — N — <_< 


Let the 
conspirators know we can 
be tough. 


The minister 
is missing! 
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Vasant’s execution is announced. The} ., 
procession early next morning is caught ina | , 
fog. The Kotwal, Vir Singh, and the new General 
Amar Singh, are not visible to the public. 


Give way! 
Give way! 


The Kotwal’s 
horse is hit. He 
falls down. 
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The mysterious rider goes |}... picks him up... ... and gallops away, 
near Vasant... | all in a split second. 





There arise jeers from the 
crowd. Vir Singh watches the 
Kotwal straining to get up. 


Aman in 
a mask carried 
him away! 


Where's the 
prisoner? 
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/ Amar e Sir, please! “ 
Singh! Send Everything 
the Kotwal to happened all of 


prison! a sudden. P 


SX 


.. and Ee in front snRle a cave. 


| Vasant 
wonders 
who his | 


Amritpuri 
saviour 


Te and wait at 
the Kali 


rey, 
e 
a LYS today youre 
Veg, the Kotwal. 
Catch hold of 


# that masked 
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Why are you 


7. SO anxious about }pe-. 


Sea 


Sir, he is a 
good king. 


tyrant! 


| shall catch 
him soon and 
bring him 
before you! 


You may even 
kill him, if he offers 


| Tocontinue 
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Show of gratitude 


James Harrison was 15 years old when he needed 
life-saving blood transtusion. That was 51 years ago. 
Atter he recovered, he decided to show his gratitude 
by donating blood himself. He visited the Red 
Cross Unit in New South Wales, Australia, more 
than 800 times and has donated 480 litres of 
blood. This has now been recognised as a world 
record by the Guinness Book. 










Zaizai is alive - 


Not that this ‘tigon’ cub was expected to die, 
but having been alive for more than 180 days 
since tts birth, this tiger-lion crossbreed has 
created history. Named Zaizai, the cub was 
born on March 27 and is being reared at 
the Changsha Wildlite Park in the Hunan 
province in China. 

Crossbreed animals generally do not live 
long, but Wildlife authorities are hoping that 
Zaizai will survive the “teething” troubles of cub-hood and live to a ripe old age. 







Prize for sand 
sculpture 


Sudarshan Patnaik of Orissa was the 
only competitor trom India participating 
in the sand sculpting contest in Berlin. 
There were 19 others from different 
countries. The first and second prizes went 
to Russia and the Netherlands respectively. 
Patnaik sculpted a figure of Ganesa and won the third 
prize. Sudarshan Patnaik, who is 26, has been pursuing this hobby for the last 13 years. He runs a 
school in Orissa where he teaches sand sculpting to 50 students. 
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Quartz 


Quartz is one of the most common 
minerals on earth. It is also the most varied. 
An important constituent of many rocks, it 
occurs in different forms, habits, and 
colours. It consists of silicon dioxide or 
silica, and its chemical formula is SiO... It 
is very hard, and usually appears as a 
hexagonal crystal with pyramidal terminations. 
Though it is one of the most abundant of minerals, it is 
also one of the most sought after. Different varieties of quartz include rock crystal, amethyst, 
agate, carnelian, and onyx. 

Quartz has gained importance because of the varied uses. Sand, which is composed of tiny 
quartz pebbles, is the primary ingredient for the manufacture of glass. Transparent quartz is 
used as oscillators in radios, watches, and pressure gauges. Quartz is also used as an abrasive 
for sandblasting, grinding glass, and cutting soft stones. Further, it is used in the production of 
ceramics, and in the manufacture of silicon semiconductors. Besides all these uses, It is also 
important in the gem trade. Many varieties, including rose quartz, smoky quartz, rock crystal, 
opal, and adventurine are popular as gems. Amethyst is the most popular quartz gem, and 
Citrine is the most valuable. 


Quinine 
Quinine is acommon drug used in the treatment of malaria. 
It is obtained from the bark of the cinchona tree. The bark was 
used in early times by the Incas of South America, and it was 


introduced in Europe in 1640. It has since been used extensively ° 
in the treatment of malaria, fever, indigestion, mouth and throat 










chemical in the bark which provided the highest antimalarial effect 
and named it quinine. Once this was discovered, methods were 

developed to extract only the quinine alkaloid from the natural bark to be sold as an antimalarial 
drug. Originally found only in South America, today the tree is raised in the East Indies, Jamaica, 
Java and other tropical countries for its bark. To prepare quinine, the bark Is stripped, dried and 
ground to a powder, from which the drug is extracted. Quinine is a white, odourless crystalline 
powder with a bitter taste. Apart from its use in treating malaria, it is also used as a remedy for 
muscle pains and headaches, in the treatment of varicose veins, and as an appetite stimulant. 
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Quicksand 


Often, you might have watched a scene in 
movies where the hero falls into a patch of 
deadly quicksand which swiftly sucks him 
into a death-trap, until at the last moment, 
\ he rescues himself by grabbing an 
overhanging branch. However, in reality 
4 quicksand is not the terrible, bottomless 
~/ trap that it is often shown to be. 
On the contrary, it is rarely deeper 
than a few feet, and can occur almost 
anywhere if the right conditions are present. 
Quicksand is basically just ordinary sand that 
has been so saturated with water that the friction 
between sand particles is reduced. 


The resulting sand is a mushy mixture of sand and 
water that can no longer support any weight. Quicksand 
is often found at the mouths of rivers where fine sand has 
been deposited on clay, or around lakes and ponds where a 
hollow pocket in the clay shore keeps it wet. If you step into quicksand, it won't Suck you down. 
However, your movements will cause you to dig yourself deeper into it. So, if you ever happen to 
fall into a patch of quicksand, what you should NOT do is thrash about wildly in a bid to get out! 
Instead, you should bring yourself to the surface by slow movements, then lie still until 
help arrives. 


I think it’s easier 
to get out of quicksand 
than To get through my 
mathematics 
test! 







Can you find the answers to 
the following questions? 





1. Another name for Mercury, the only liquid metal Q 


l 

l 

i — ‘UNJUBND “G 
» 2.Aclearing in the earth, caused by removal of stone Q auIUeIen? ‘pb 
3. Another name for the partridge Q Wenge 
j 4. Preventive isolation of people or animals who have been exposed to AMEND “2 
| communicable diseases Q JONISHOIND ‘| 
5. The physical laws describing the relationships of mechanics -SIOMSUY 

l 


Subatomic particles to radiation Q 
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Dear eco friends, NES a 


It's time we put on our thinking caps and thought of ways to save the 
world from an energy crisis. These days a shortage of energy could 
actually mean that the world will come toa standstill. In fact, t ts 
more important for us to find innovative ways to conserve energy 
than it is to design and develop more technologies that will make 
greater demands on our energy reserves. You can also do your bit 


by making small changes in your daily life. Love 


Oo ut, 
Energy Talk KePKo. WHS 


In our daily lives we use energy in different torms, like electricity and heat. Most of them do not 
come directly from the earth. They have to be manufactured using natural resources, like coal, 
water and uranium. The problem is that most of these natural sources are tast depleting. And they 
cannot be replaced. Once they have been used, they are gone forever. 

However, the biggest cause for concern is that our energy consumption is growing by leaps and 
bounds. Today, we consume much more energy than we had consumed a year ago. Therefore, if 
we are to continue to enjoy the gifts of modern technology, we need to use our energy reserves with 
care. One needs to use energy wisely and prevent wastage wherever possible. 

Here are some simple things you can do to save energy: 


Always switch off the lights and fans when leaving the room. 


If the air-conditioner is on, do not leave the doors and 
windows open. 





If you ever decide to helo mummy in the kitchen, make sure that 
you light the gas only after you have got every item together. You 
will save a lot of fuel that way. 






Use the sun’s heat for drying clothes and cooking tood 
(in a solar cooker). 


Use your bicycle instead of the car or bus. 





If you are going to a place close to home, do not use the 
car. Walk the short distance. 


Avail of a car pool if there are many of you going to the same 
place at the same time. 
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Cooking in the Sun 


Can you imagine a world without the sun@ It makes one shiver at the thought of living in a cold 
dark world. The sun is the most important source of energy in our world. Today scientists have 
come up with many interesting ways of putting solar energy to use. There are solar cookers, water 
heaters and other devices. All these devices help to lower your bills, by saving electricity. 


How about using solar energy to prepare some delicious lemonade? No, in this case you do 
not need a solar cooker! 


Sunshine lemonade 


Here is what you need- Juice of 12 lemons, sugar-250 gm, a clean dry bottle (with a lid), a 
strainer, a spoon. | 





3. Mix well and close the bottle. Leave 
the bottle in the sun every day, till 
the sugar dissolves. 


This is what you do- 


1. Pour the sugar into the bottle. 
% 


v 
. 











4. Your lemon concentrate is 
now ready. Keep the bottle in 


2. Strain the lemon juice and pour it 7, 
the refrigerator. 


into the bottle containing the sugar. 





Prepare delicious lemonade by stirring in a little bit of 


the concentrate into a glass of chilled water. 


That's science for you 


The art of glass making is of very ancient origin, as is evident from the glass jars, figures 
and ornaments discovered in Egyptian tombs. The paintings on the tombs have been interpreted 
as describing of the process of glass blowing. There are illustrations of smiths blowing their 
fires by means of reeds tipped with clay. It can, therefore, be concluded that glass-blowing is 
apparently of Egyptian origin. The ruins of glass furnaces discovered by Flinders-Petrie at Tel- 
El-Amarna (1400 B.C.) testify the manufacture | | 
of rods, beads, and jars or figures, formed 
apparently by covering clay cores with glass and 
later removing the cores. 

Egyptian arts facts were of coloured glass, 
often beautifully patterned. Analyses of ancient 
Egyptian glass articles show that generally glass 
was a soda-lime glass with rather soda content 
as compared with modern soda-lime glass. 
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Gifts from ghosts 


by K.VAMSIKRISHNA, Tirupati) 


© - 


(Based on a story in Telugu 


tT : 
ero 
- mt 


if a pl 
“ MN, Pir, | 
Tt a 
} pie fi ee pete 


i ‘a. Ya, 7 


a 
it, 9 


‘Which shall | eat first, the big one or the small?’ he asked himself, rather loudly. This was heard by two female ghosts 
living on the tree. “Is he going to eat us?” the elder one expressed fear. They came down and stood before Kanchan. 
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“Take this box. If you tap it three times and ask for money, the box will give it,” said the elder ghost. Kanchan 
continued his journey to the town. Evening came and he was still far away from the nearest town. 
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He spotted a house. The old woman there allowed him to stay there for the night. He handed the box and said: Don't 
tap it three times and ask for money.” She did just that. In the morning, she gave him another box looking similar. 
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They now gave him a stick. “Hit the ground three times, and it will beat its owner.” 
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When she hit the ground three times with the stick, it began beating her. Hearing her cries, Kanchan came out 
and said: “You've been cheating me! Give me back my box and vessel, and the stick will stop beating you.” 
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The old woman gave back the box and the vessel. Kanchan returned home carrying all the three gifts from the ghosts. 
The box gave him a lot of money, and the vessel gave them whatever food they needed. They were all happy. 
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Splash them up 


These unusual friends 
are having a great time. 
Want to join the fun? 
Just get your colours 
and splash them up. 


Guess What! 


Bhola is taking his catch 
home. Choose one of the 
three pieces at right and put 
it in place and find out who is 
in the sack. Look carefully 
and see what is missing in 
Bhola's catch. 





IT 
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What's Different? 


Look carefully at the two pictures above and 
find the differences. 


(Answer on page 64) 


IITl 





A-maze-ing 
Help Big Bear get to the honey pot. Lp | 
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n Vatapinagar, preparations began for celebrating the 
avaratri festival. One event was a competition for 
sculptors. An attractive prize of one thousand gold coins 
and a diamond studded necklace was announced for the 
best Ganesa sculpture. 

The participants included even the royal sculptor, and 
other well-known artists. Their works were exhibited in 
a big hall. A young man called Vichitra brought the image 
he had made, but he was not allowed to keep it in the 
hall, as he could not satisfactorily answer the queries made 
by the organisers regarding his 
family, ancestry and his own 
qualification to make sculptures. 
He said: “My only qualification 
is my devotion to the Lord. 
When I was making this idol, I 
felt that I was receiving 
instructions from the Lord 
himself’ | 

But the organisers were [ip @ 
adamant. “We’ve seen you go |/! 
about with low caste people.” | 
They refused permission to |ggAtey 
Vichitra, who now took the [ WE 
image outside and keptit in the pave 
shade of a tree. Soon people 
gathered in front of the idol and 
Vichitra, 1n answer to their 
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curious questions, explained to them how he made the 
beautiful image. Those who went round the hall also came 
to where Vichitra had placed the image he made. Many 
of them were fascinated on seeing the idol. 

Somehow the organisers had failed to notice two 
young women in brilliant clothes and jewellery who were 
in the hall viewing the exhibits. Nobody had seen them 
enter the hall. They were seen spending a lot of time in 
front of each and every exhibit. One of the organisers 
went up to them. “We are from Kalanandapuri. We are 
ready to buy whichever is the 
best sculpture here for ten 
thousand gold coins.” 

Soon they were surrounded 
by the artists whose works were 
on show 1n the hall. The younger 
_ % of the two women told them: 
ies “My elder sister, Prasanna 
“| Vadana, is a great devotee of 
% Lord Ganesa in whose praise 
| she composes songs and sings 
* them. It’s her interest in Ganesa 
! ) idols which drew us here.” 

To this, the elder woman 
f\s responded thus: “Don’t believe 
all that she says; she 1s a chatter 
©= box. But she is a good dancer. 
== And she dances to my songs on 


Chandamama 


Ganesa. But we have taken a vow, 
that we will sing and dance only in 
front of Ganesa.”’ 

On hearing this, the organisers and 
artists made way for the two ladies 
to go round the exhibition. They 
neared the last few exhibits, none of 
which seemed to have attracted 
them. At that time, they heard a 
commotion outside. They went up to 
the door and saw some children 
singing in front of an idol kept 
outside. 

Suddenly a voice, which they did 
not know where it came from, told 


them: ““There’s an idol over there. Why: don’t you take a 


look at it. You may like it.” So they moved towards the 
crowd below a tree. The people made way for them to 
take a good look at the idol made by Vichitra. One look at 
it, and Prasanna Vadana’s face beamed with happiness. 
She placed a bag of gold coins in front of the idol. The 
younger woman, Mohana, took off her necklace and 
wound it around Vichitra’s hand like a bangle. 

Some of the elders among the onlookers murmured: 
‘Are they in their senses? How strange, they didn’t like 
any of the idols in the hall and preferred this one made by 
someone whose background nobody knows!” 

Prasanna Vadana could guess what they had in mind. 
She said: “What attraction the children here had for this 
idol, it is the same kind of fascination we both have for it. 
Children are like the devas and their mind is without any 
blemish. So, we value their opinion.” 

Mohana, too, had something to add to what her sister 
had said: “‘Mere stone or clay will not give a finesse to 
any sculpture. That will come from other things like lime, 
charcoal and wax, which are applied on the figure. And 
only expert artists know in what proportion such items 
have to be used. The price we pay for this idol 1s so little 
when compared to the effort that has gone into making 
this idol.” 





The tess now cheered Vichitra and they all sat 
around the youth and his idol and began singing 1n praise 
of Lord Ganesa. While Prasanna Vadana led the singing, 
Mohana danced to the music of the songs. At the end of 
the bhajan, Mohana picked up the idol and walked 
towards the pond in the temple complex. Prasanna 
Vadana followed her, and the two sisters began climbing 
down the steps and soon they entered the water. As the 
people stood there watching, the two young women 
disappeared in the pond. From then onwards began the 
custom of immersing Ganesa idols in ponds, lakes, rivers, 
or in the sea. 

When the people turned back, they could see the strange 
sight of Vichitra kneeling before a divine light that had by 
then appeared in the place where he had kept his idol of 
Ganesa. They all then moved to the temple where a 
sculpture depicted the Lord as the scribe who wrote down 
the story of the Mahabharata as sage Vyasa dictated it. 
The sculpture was so full of life and the devotees were 
uncertain whether the Lord was writing what he heard from 
Vyasa or whether the sage was reciting what the Lord was 
writing. The sculpture also showed Lord Brahma sitting 
cross-legged listening to his consort Saraswati as she 
played on the veena. That is the greatness which Lord 
Ganesa had given to the epic, the Mahabharata. 


SE Ee ES EE EE SS SS SS SS SS 1 
| The Story of Ganesa concludes with this chapter. The next issue will | 
start the story contained in Devi Bhagavatam. | 
SSS SS ee Se ee eS eS eS SS ee J 
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Without consulting any atlas or other reference books, can 
you spell out the names of the countries listed below? In 
each case, the letter is the first letter in the name, while the 
number denotes the number of letters in the name. 
For example : S11 would be Switzerland. 

a. B10 f. F4 

b.J5 g. 19 

c. C8 h. M8 

d.15 i. E7 

e. N6 j. 17 


Which triangle has a bigger area? 
a. A triangle with sides measuring 300,400 and 500 units. 
b. A triangle with sides measuring 300,400 and 700 units. 


WHO AM I? 

lam in the heart of heart, 

| am in the middle of your brain. 

lam in rain, not in snow, 

| am in bad, not in good. 

| am in weather, 

| am found in outer space. 

| am in Mars, Uranus and Saturn, 

But not in Pluto, Jupiter, Mercury or Venus. 
| am not in the sun or the moon, but 

| am in water, lakes, oceans and seas, 
Though not in rivers. 


Using the grid at right, how many 
words can you make? Remember 
proper nouns are not allowed, though 
plurals are. There is at least one nine 
letter word. 


(Answers on page ...64) 










True Cases 
of Mystery 
and Detection 








i t was almost dusk on Monday, 26 May, 

1828. A cobbler was returning home. As 
he reached his destination at the Unschlitt Square of the 
city of Nuremberg in Germany, he saw in the fading light 
of the day some distance away a youthful figure tottering 
aimlessly, as if drunk. 

The good old shoemaker approached him and asked 
ina kindly voice, “Young man, have you lost your way?” 

But the stranger only gave him a blank look and did 
not speak a single word. In his hand he held an envelope. 
It was addressed to the Captain of the 4" Squadron, 6" 
Cavalry Regiment in Nuremberg. 

The cobbler was bewildered! Is he dumb? Why 
doesn’t he speak’? Nevertheless, he led the boy to 
the Captain’s house. He firmly supported him all 
the way because the youth stumbled and faltered 
as if he had never learned to walk. 

The Captain was not home. But his 
assistants welcomed the visitors and offered 
them some refreshments. The young man 
shied away from most of the food and drink 
served to him, as ifhe had never seen them 
before. All that he relished finally were 
plain bread and water. He did not eat, 
but gobbled up the food like a hungry 
wolf. It was evident that he did not 
know how to use his fingers. Those 
present were amazed. 

Meanwhile the Captain was back. 
The strange boy’s eyes at once lit up 
with joy and delight at the sight of the 
Captain’s uniform and his sword. With 
gestures of his hands he blabbered like 
a small child: “Want to be a soldier and 
rider like father!” “Horse! Horse!” 
“Don’t know!” Alas, these were the 
only words he spoke. 
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THE PUZZLING LIFE 
OF KASPAR HAUSER 


The envelope contained two unsigned letters. The 
first was supposedly from the boy’s mother giving his 
date of birth as 30 April, 1812. It said: “Take care of my 
child. He has been baptised. He would like to be a soldier 
and serve the king like his father.” The second one was 
from an ordinary peasant into whose custody the lad had 
been entrusted when he was barely six months old. As 
the poor farmer had already had ten children, it was no 
longer possible for him to take care of this one. So he 
had sent him off with a request that he be looked after. 

But the letters did not shed any light as regards the 
boy’s origin. Surprisingly, they both had been written in 


- 
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the same hand, with the same ink and on the same kind 
of paper. Who then had written them? Both the Captain 
and the police failed to get any information about the 
strange boy’s origin. So he was finally lodged in aroom 
under the care of a kindly and sympathetic jailer. 

The curious man observed that the youth looked quite 
healthy. The soles of his feet and the palms of his hands 
were soft like those of a small child. An innocent smile 
always played on his face which expressed nothing more. 
Often he was found to be as if lost in a trance, staring into 
blank space. 

He was happy and comfortable when left alone in 
his cell. He would sit for hours together motionless and 
silent. A doctor was soon called to 
examine him. He concluded that the 

lad was quite normal. As many 
thought, he was not mad nor was 
he dull-witted, though his knee 
joints showed some abnormality 
due to long periods spent 
sitting with his legs stretched 

in front of him. When the 
jailer and his wife bathed 
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him, he showed no sign of embarrassment. He seemed 
to be unaware of the difference between a man and a 
woman. 

One day someone had a brilliant idea and gave him 
a Sheet of paper and pencil. At once the youth covered 
the paper with childish letters from one end to the other. 
The letters were clear and legible and out of them 
emerged these two words: Kaspar Hauser. Was it the 
lad’s name’? Perhaps it was, for he had ever since been 
known by it. 

Kaspar Hauser became an overnight sensation. 
Curious crowds gathered in front of his cell to watch him 
eat, drink and sleep. He was gentle, kind and innocent 
like a child new to this world. He could not bear the sight 
of harm coming to even an insect. When someone 
presented him with a wooden horse, he was delighted 
and played with it like a little boy. Any shining, bright 
object caught his attention. He would cry until it was given 
to him. 

Fascinated and intrigued were the people by this 
mysterious youth. He had become the darling boy of the 
city. He was entrusted to the care of Nuremberg’s finest 
tutor, George Daumer. The professor observed that the 
child had grown up in the most unnatural circumstances, 
cut off from any human contact. He carefully took note 
of all his reactions and bizarre behaviour. 

Kaspar had very sharp ears and could hear the softest 

whisper and sound. He could also see well in the dark 
and could move about like a cat. He had the knack to 
separate deep colours like blue and green 1n total 
darkness. At twilight when anormal person with good 
eyesight could make out only some stars, he already 
could recognise whole constellations in the sky. His 
sense of smell too was acute. He had the ability to 
track down an animal easily by its scent. The 
smell of leaves was enough for him to be able 
to distinguish the trees. But bright light and 
strong smell caused him pain and 
uneasiness. The smell of coffee and beer 
made him vomit and the flavour of 
wine was enough to make him 
» drunk. 
But he could not yet understand 
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the difference between living and lifeless things. The great 
grandfather clock was alive for him and he would not 
dare go near it. When in front of a mirror, he looked 
behind to find the owner of the face he believed was 
hiding there. He was delighted when he saw a candle 
burning. He at once tried to pick the flame with his hand 
and cried in pain when it burned. 

Daumer was an excellent teacher and was happy 
with the progress of his pupil. Kaspar was surprisingly 
intelligent and within a short span of time he had learnt to 
read, write and speak. His vocabulary increased and he 
began to express himself freely. He could now recount 
his past, the life he had led before he came to Nuremberg. 
A year later, in 1829 he was already writing his 
autobiography with the help of his gifted teacher. 

The first sixteen years of his life were spent in a small 
dark room. There were no 
windows, and no light 
ever penetrated into 
it. Every morning 
when he woke up, 
he found plain 
bread and water 
beside his straw bed. — 
Sometimes the water 
tasted bitter and when he ). ) 
drank it he fell fast asleep. 

On waking up he found that someone 
had changed his clothes, cut his hair and trimmed 
his nails. 

But he never saw the face of the man who came to 
him. For he always wore a mask. One day the man taught 
him to write his name and speak some words and broken 
sentences. Then he carried him out of his dungeon. The 
boy fainted from the light and air after having spent so 
many years in darkness. When he regained consciousness 
he found himself in the city of Nuremberg with a letter in 
his hand. 

Was Kaspar Hauser of noble descent? Well, many 
thought so and argued that it was not possible for an 
ordinary peasant boy to learn to read, write and speak 
so quickly. There were rumours too that he had a striking 
resemblance to some members of the family of the Grand 


Chandamama 5) 


















Duke of Baden. Was Kaspar Hauser an heir to the 
throne? But one day in October 1829 while Prof. Daumer 
was away and Kaspar was alone, a masked man entered 
the house and attacked him with a knife. The youth ducked 
in time but not before the weapon had injured his 
forehead. He was later found in the cellar in a pool of 
blood. He said that though his assailant wore a black 
mask, his voice resembled that of the man who had kept 
him captive 1n the dark chamber right from his infancy. 
The police launched a manhunt but could not catch the 
culprit. 

Then Lord Stanhope, an English aristocrat, took the 
temporary custody of Kaspar and put him ina safe place. 
But soon they did not get along well and Stanhope left 
the youth in the care of his friend, Dr. Meyer, in the town 
of Ansbash, 40 km from Nuremberg. Kaspar was not 
happy and always longed to return to the city and 

to his friends and admirers he had left behind. 
But he never could do so. 

For, on 14 December 1833, the 
youth was lured by someone to a park 
with the promise of secret 
information about his birth. 
There the man asked, 

“Are you Kaspar 
} Hauser?” When 
Kaspar answered 
that he indeed was, 
M™ the stranger 
“ stabbed him in the 
stomach and fled. The 
youth managed to stagger back to the house clutching his 
side. Three days later he died. He was 21 years old. 

The people of Nuremberg were aghast and outraged. 
Handsome rewards were announced for information 
regarding the killer. But no one was ever caught. 

Who was Kaspar Hauser? Why had he been kept 
locked up from his infancy for sixteen long years? Why 
was he murdered? Who was behind it? 

The enigmatic youth was finally buried in a quiet 
cemetery under the headstone that said: “Here lies Kaspar 
Hauser, the riddle of his time. His birth was unknown, his 
death mysterious.” 
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| Le eT | Abu Sabir, a nobleman, was the . j One d i the Sulta rdered 
} | Yi ete J ; il headman of the village. He was KS ) oN bet anita: a vitioge sla ee | 
hn ») mi : | | | intelligent and courageous. Tt 


? 1 


— 
i 4 
c 


| | He had absolute faith in God. : 
| God will 
never let any 2 

: one down. / fF 


=" a | r = oT - 
\ plundered the village. o 
— on f , 
all the houses a | 
in the village. ' ; 


Spare no one. 


Set that 
—\4/ house on fire. 
tf) Take whatever you 
want before that. 


Indeed, the Sultan had been 


utterly unjust in this regard. 
had served him. His soldiers But I propose not to take , 


ought not to have any step in this 


~—T You should meet the Sultan and A SPY ef ea 
S@ \ tell him how our forefathers he SP (YX 
0 


1) 


/ X¥e 
done this. . behalf. a ¥ 
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“ Don't worry, 
y there's no way for 
the Sultan to 


escape his sins. 7 — 


these people 
out of their house 
and destroy it 
completely. 


Hand over ~ 


) all the valuables 
you have. 
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/ How dare \, 
he say that? 
I'll personally 
go there and 

punish that / 


eT |) ee 


Have faith 


in God and have \ 


patience, He alone 


can set things / 
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Sabir's wife broke down. He tried consoling her. 
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Oh God, 
please save us 
from this situation. 
You alone can do this. 
Kindly show mercy 


A man 


= 


rll 


give you all 


I see a 
village there. You \_ 
must be tired after the \ 
long journey. Stay here. 
. \ Flt go and see if we can 


S$, \ find a place to rest 
Ae \\ ~_ for the night. 


You're a very 
charming woman. 
I'd like to marry 
you. Come 
with me, 4 
Go away, you 
wretch! 


I'ma x 
married woman and 
my husband will be 

back soon. Now, 
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He forcibly put her on the horse at knifepoint. She managed to 
In that case \_ | scribble the word 'kidnapped' on the sand before getting on to the horse. 


I must not tarry here. | 
I must leave soon, \ 
but not without you. / , =a ; Z 
Come with me or | a | f —~y Save me, * 
I'm being 
kidnapped 


Don't sh 
aX It's no 
= 


ut! 
e! 
& 


o 
us 
me 


- » r 
a7 rd 
ft . 
is q , 


a a 


Abu Sabir was shocked He wailed and walked Reo) Se |In the morning he reached a town. 
to see this on his return. aimlessly like a mad man. — ; To, ST\ The king was constructing a 
Co ee a nL SILAATI new apartment near the palace. 
a -O \« ll 2. , tl¢ 1 ————.——- peeerraen ' 
SS t neevall , Rs ‘ d sf . a . Ase :; i 
an i; Sh) BH e\ & \ Hf & | | 
ti 1 e f : iy] ey f ; 
as G 


j a 
i 
ae 


‘ 
y 
i 


te] 
may) 
mi 
— 
bat 


Oh God! 
Why are you 
tormenting me : ; a . —. 
like this? 7 ie — . 7-——~ | | Why are you 
, C< => ee oe roaming like this? >< 
Come and work 
\_ for the king. 


A few days passed. One day a labourer 
fell from the top and broke his leg. 


Do not worry, 
you'll recover fast. \ 
Have patience. 
Prayers are always 
rewarded. | 


/ Abhbhbhhh. 
\ My leg, it pains. 


To continue... 
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On behalf of the millions of readers of Chandamama, we congratulate the Indian 
team, especially the medal winners, who brought laurels to the country in the first 
Afro-Asian Games held in Hyderabad from October 24 to November 1. In the 
medals tally, India were placed second behind China, though India had a better 
medal haul. While India won a total of 80 medals (19 Gold, 32 Silver, 29 Bronze), 
China’s total was just half (25 Gold, 11 Silver, 5 Bronze). But China were awarded 
the first place because of the six extra Gold medals their team had won. However, 
the Indian team made their country proud with their excellent performance. 


India opened their account well, 
with their swimmers bagging 
three Silver and two Bronze 
medals on the first day itself. The 
SS winners were Shikha Tandon, 
PEE - Richa Mishra and Rehan Poncha. 
The Indian team also won a Silver 

medal in the 4x200m relay. India’s first medal 
in the Games, however, came through 
V. Srinivasa Rao (Silver—Weightlifting). 
Chandandeep Singh brought in a 
Bronze medal, also in weightlifting. 
It was lett to Gagan Narang to 
fetch the first Gold medal for India. 
He claimed the honours in the 10m & 
air rifle shooting. soa ee 
Other highlights of India’s performance 
include the victories in Hockey. The men’s team 
defeated arch rival Pakistan 3-1, while the 
women’s team Mecolee 5 goals saci 4 of South 
wie Atrica in the final. India were 

: ‘~ f fancied to win the Football 
si ~~ gold as well, but they lost to 
emt Uzbekistan by a solitary goal 
scored in the dying seconds 
of the game. India had to 
settle with a Silver medal. In 
Tennis, all the seven Gold 








Vijay Kannan 
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medals on offer were taken by 
India. The main architects of 
India’s victory were Sania Mirza, 
Rushmi Chakravarthy, Mahesh 
Bhupathi, Vijay Kannan, Rohan 
Bopanna, Vishal Uppal and 


Rushm1 
Chakravarthy 


Prakash Amritaragj. 
The other Gold medal winners were: Anjali 
Bhagawat and Rajyavardhan Rathore in shooting 


events, Anju Bobby George (Long 
Jump), J.J.Shobha (Heptathlon), 
Neelam J.Singh (Discus), Anil 
Kumar (Discus), Shakti Singh 
(Shot Put), and Akhil Kumar 
(Boxing). 

Some of the Silver medallists 
were : Arun Venkatram, Akabar Anjali Bhagawat 
Ali Khan, Mandar Anand Divse, Reshma Millet 
and Nisha Millet (Swimming), Bobby Aloysius 
(High Jump), Gurmeet Kaur (Javelin Throw), 

> Jaspal Rana and Ranjan Sondhi 
, (Shooting), Sateesh A.Rai and 
% Sonia Chanu (weight-lifting), 
“Arun D'Souza (3,000m 
|) steeplechase), Saraswati Saha 
Ack 3 (200m), Jasmine Kaur 

=y * '(10,000m walk), Sunil Kumar 


Ra;jyavardhan Sipaeya and Vinod Sridhar 
Rathore 
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leis ~| ee ae (Tennis), Diwakar Prasad 
sigrecer = (Boxing), and Sitaram Basat 


Hi 


2345 (10,000 m walking). 
: —s Bronze medallists: Rehan 
_ Poncha (Swimming), Madhuri 
~ A.Singh (1,500m), Anju 
Bobby George (Triple 
Jump), Kuheli 
Gangulee (Shooting), and Jagdish 
Bishnoi (Javelin Throw). | 
The Afro-Asian Games was declared — 
open by the Deputy Prime Minister, | 


i) 





“= : 
Neelam J.Singh 






y 


coremonies witnessed a cultural 
extravaganza put up by artists 
from India and other Asian 
countries and from some 
countries in Africa. The cultural 
programme supplemented and 
complemented the theme 
of the Games: Two 
continents, one spirit. The mascot chosen 





Anil Kumar 


The Second Afro-Asian Games will be 
held in an African country and three 


— ~, for the Games was named “Sheroo”. 
, 
— 


Mr.L.K.Advani, while the President of India, X Tine ~ nations—S.Africa, Egypt, and Nigeria— 


Dr.A.PJ.Abdul Kalam, declared it closed.  anju Bobby 
George 


Both the inauguration and closing 


have already staked their claims to host 
the Games. 


title was aptly hailed as a Diwali gift to India. He beat Pakistan’s 


Pankaj Advani being crowned with the World Snooker Champion Qe eee 


Mohammed Saleh at the IBSF World Snooker Championship in 
Jiangmen in China a day after the Festival of Lights was celebrated 
all over India. After Om Agarwal had claimed the 1984 § 
Championship held in Ireland, this was the first time a versatile 


Indian cueist was notching a great victory. 


Pankaj; Advani, early this year, had won the National title at 
Jammu. His play then had evoked much inspiration. On his return from China, Pankaj} said: 
“This world title is a big step towards turning professional. It is a tough circuit, but | am going to 


give my best shot.” 


Born on July 24, 1985 in Pune, Pankaj Advani won the National Junior Billiards Championship 
in a row from 1999 to 2002. In 2001 and 2002, he was the Junior Snooker Champion. The 2002 
Senior Snooker Championship was actually held in 2003 and Pankaj won the title. 


Viswanathan Anand is the World Rapid Chess Champion. He beat 
the reigning World Classical Chess champion Vladimir Kramnik in the 
final held on October 30 at Cap D’Agde in France. Anand now has five 
world titles. He won the World Junior title in 1987 in the Philippines, the 
World Cup in 2000 in China, the FIDE World Title at Teheran, Iran, and 
the World Cup a second time in Hyderabad in 2002. 


Nicknamed the ‘Tiger from Chennai’, Anand for the second time 
aie had won over Kramnik in rapid chess; the tirst time was in the Mainz 
Pe fey Classic held in 2001. 
) Hats off to both Pankaj Advani and Viswanathan Anand! 
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* What is the role of clowns in circuses? 


— Nivedita Guruswamy, Chennai 
Most of the acts in a circus are spectacular 
displays of human skill and daring, creating 
great excitement in those who watch them. 
The clowns, making their appearance even 
when awesome acts are being performed, 
make the spectators laugh and relax. The 
clowns sometime imitate the same act, often 
ending up with humorous situations. 


%* My brother recently fell down, sustaining 
wounds and bruises. While he was being 
attended to by the doctor, | heard the word 
‘antiseptic’ being used several times. What 
exactly does it mean? 

- Bhaskar Chatterjee, Rourkela 
Sepsis or putrefaction of any part of the 
human body, especially the external organs, 
is caused by live bacteria. When a wound or 
any type of injury, causing bloodshed, is left 
unattended for some time, the part or area 
which is injured sufters from sepsis as the 
part lies exposed for bacteria to enter. This 
will lead to putrefaction which will cause more 
harm to the body and its tunctions. To avoid 
this, the bacteria should be prevented from 
entering the affected part or if there has been 
a time lapse, the bacteria has to be made 
inactive. It was an English surgeon called 
Joseph Lister who invented a method by which 


ALL THE ANSWERS 


PUZZLE DAZZLE 


1. A. Bangladesh, B. Japan, C. Colombia, D. Italy, E. Norway, F. Fiji, 


G. Indonesia, H. Maldives, |. England, J. Tunisia. 


2. Atriangle with sides measuring 300, 400 and 500 units because 


the other triangle cannot be drawn. 


3. Christ, Mass, Chit, Maths, Sit, Chasm, Charm, Cart, Hair, Car, 
Ham, Sash, Rat, Smash, Smart, Harm, Mat, Mast, Mars, Ass, Air, 
Aim, Amass, Arch, Arc, Arm, Art, Chart, Chat, Cat; the nine letter 
word is CHRISTMAS, which you will celebrate on December 25. 


Who am |@ Answer : The letter “A’ 
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an antiseptic could be introduced to fight the 
bacteria. He was greatly benefited by an 
earlier study made by a French doctor called 
Louis Pasteur who discovered that putretaction 
in caused by bacteria, and not chemicals. Lister 
first tried using antiseptic in 1865. A first aid 
in this regard is to wash the wound, apply a 
tincture of iodine, and dress the wound with 
cotton swab. 


* Please tell me anout the Midnight Sun. 


- Balbir Singh, Patiala 
When the earth rotates, it tilts slightly. There 
is a time of the year, known as summer 
solstice, when either the North or South pole 
is tilted towards the sun, when it is visible in 
that area all through 24 hours. The sun can 
be seen even at midnight. Many parts of 
Norway experience sunlight at midnight, and 
the country is often described as the Land of 


the Midnight Sun. 





What's different? : 1. There is less hair on the 
head of one of the birds, 2. One of the birds 
has only one leg, 3. One wing is missing in one 
of the big bees, 4. One wing is missing in one 
of the small bees, 5. There is no honey on one 
of the spoons, 6. There are different designs on 
the buckets, 7. One sepal is missing in one of 
the flowers, 8. There is no marking on the chest 
of one of the bees. 


Bhola’s answer : Deer. The deer does not 
have a tail. 
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